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CHAPTER  I. 

A    MORNING   CALL   AND   ITS   CONSEQUENCES. 

A  something,  light  as  air — a  look, 
A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken — 

Oh  !  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 
A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  hath  shaken. 

Moore. 

It  was  a  hot,  sultry  afternoon,  the  sun  shone 
with  merciless  brightness  straight  down  on 
the  busy,  dusty  streets  of  St.  Hilda's.  The 
roofs  of  the  houses  and  factories  seemed 
literally  to  glare  with  heat,  whilst  flashing 
sheets  of  dazzling  light  were  reflected  from 
countless  windows.  Even  the  Cathedral 
looked  hot;    the   rooks  flapped  their  wings 

VOL.  II.  b 


2  EYES  SO  BLUE. 


lazily  round  the  venerable  tower,  as  if  even 
tliey  would  fain  seek  some  cool  shelter,  but 
it  was  nowhere  to  be  found ;  the  leaves  of 
the  trees  drooped  beneath  their  covering  of 
dust,  which  no  friendlv  shower  came  to 
wash  away. 

The  passers-by  in  the  street  looked  ill- 
tempered  and  miserable,  and  the  inquiry, 
"  How  long  will  this  weather  last?"  was  on 
all  lips,  but  it  was  useless ;  one  glance  at  the 
unclouded  blue  of  the  sky  was  sufficient 
answer,  not  even  a  streak  of  white  was 
visible,  only  a  dazzling  mist  of  heat  between 
it  and  the  weary  earth,  and  a  peculiar  red 
light  round  the  horizon,  were  to  be  seen; 
it  had  remained  the  same  for  several 
days. 

Beneath  the  shade  of  the  gigantic  elms  in 
the  grounds  of  the  Abbe)'  was  a  narrow 
path,  bordered  on  each  side  by  dense  over- 
grown shrubs,  that  formed  a  wild,  straggling 
archway  overhead,  planted  so  thickly  that 
the  fiercest  rays  could  scared)'  penetrate  the 
masses  of  dark  foliage.  On  one  side  of  this 
walk,  behind  the  shrubs,  lay  the  soft,  velvet)' 
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lawn,  sloping  up  towards  the  house.  The 
thick  turf  seemed  able  to  absorb  the  flood  of 
sunshine  into  its  mossy  depth,  as  if  it  rejoiced 
in  it,  and  could  still  look  cool  and  pleasant, 
in  contrast  to  the  dark  evergreens  and  the 
magnificent  display  of  scarlet,  blue,  yellow, 
and  white  in  the  flower  beds. 

At  one  end  of  the  walk  was  an  old  cedar, 
beneath  the  shade  of  which  two  ladies  were 
seated.  One  of  them  was  leaning  back  in 
her  seat,  gazing  abstractedly  through  the 
branches  at  the  blue  sky  above ;  her  white 
hands  lay  idle  on  her  lap  ;  the  work  over 
which  she  had  been  employed  had  dropped 
from  her  jewelled  fingers.  There  was  an 
expression  of  sadness  in  each  line  on  her 
young  and  lovely  face,  and  a  look  in  her 
eyes  as  of  unshed  tears.  A  ray  of  light  stole 
through  the  leaves  and  rested  on  her  golden 
hair. 

Seated  on  a  low  bench,  with  her  hands 
clasped  round  her  knees,  and  looking  up  at 
her  companion  with  an  expression  of  admira- 
tion and  almost  worship,  wras  Sybil  Ingram. 
Her  wish  had  been  accomplished,  and  since 
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the  meeting  in  the  Cathedral  a  warm  friend- 
ship had  arisen  between  her  and  Mavis. 

"  I  cannot  help  looking  at  you,  Lady 
Durant,"  she  exclaimed  at  last,  impetuously, 
"  you  are  so  very  beautiful !  " 

On  hearing  this  openly  expressed  compli- 
ment, Mavis's  lips  moved  with  a  sad  smile. 

" 1  do  not  like  to  hear  you  flatter  me  like 
that,  Sybil,"  she  said.  "It  isn't  my  fault  if 
I  am  beautiful ;  I  do  not  care  to  be  reminded 
of  it." 

"  But  surely  you  must  glory  in  being  so 
very  lovely,  to  feel  that  everybody  admires 
you ;  for  my  part,  I  cannot  understand  why 
peojrie  should  be  good-looking  if  they  can't 
be  proud  of  it,  just  the  same  as  they  would 
be  about  any  other  gift — some  particular 
talent  or  accomplishment,  or  possessing  the 
love  of  really  good  people,"  answered  the 
girl,  excitedly.  "Of  course  I  am  neither 
good-looking  nor  accomplished,  and,  however 
I  try,  I  cannot  help  envying  others  who 
are." 

"  Depend  upon  it  you  would  be  no 
hapj>ier  if  you  had  all  you  wished  for :  even 
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affection   is   not    everything,"    said    Mavis, 
gravely,  more  as  if  speaking  to  herself. 

"  Oh,  you  are  thinking  of  Claude  !  Do 
you  really  think  it  is  wrong  to  love  him  ? ' 
asked  Sybil,  with  her  grey  eyes  brightening.  * 
"  Isabel  would  be  angry  if  she  knew  how  I 
care  for  him ;  and  it  is  no  good,  I  can't  help 
it,  Lady  Durant !  I  wish  you  'd  advise  me. 
I  cannot  bear  deception — and  I  dare  not  let 
my  sister  know;  yet  I  should  die  if  any- 
thing came  to  separate  us." 

""Do  not  ask  me,  Sybil,"  replied  Mavis,  in 
a  husky  voice.  "  If  I  gave  my  true  opinion 
I  should  say,  if  you  really  love  each  other,  all 
other  considerations  should  give  way  ;  but  the 
world  thinks  differently.  I  am  not  competent  to 
give  counsel,  except  from  my  own  experience." 

"  He  is  going  away  to  liome  before  the 
winter,"  resumed  Sybil.  "  I  want  him  to 
go  and  ask  papa  to  consent  for  us  to  be 
regularly  engaged.  I  dare  not  speak  myself, 
but  he  declares  we  had  better  keep  it  secret 
until  his  return  ;  and  I  suppose  lie  is  right." 

"  Suppose  he  was  not  true  to  you  ?  "  asked 
Mavis. 
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' '  Lady  Durant !  it  could  not  be  !  '  inter- 
rupted Sybil,  springing  to  her  feet. 
"  Claude  would  never  deceive  me  ;  he  is  the 
best  and  truest  man  in  the  world.  Oh,  you 
don't  know  him,  or  you  would  never  believe 
that ;  besides,  he  knows  it  would  kill  me, 
and  he  loves  me  too  well.  I  wish  you  would 
not  say  such  dreadful  things !  " 

There  was  a  long  silence.  Mavis's  mind 
wandered  off  in  a  sad  reverie,  one  that 
scarcely  ever  left  her.  Thoughts  that  should 
never  have  been  in  her  young  heart  were 
there  now — vain  longings  for  "  that  which 
might  have  been."  Each  day  her  head 
drooped  lower,  and  her  step  grew  more 
listless ;  those  around  her  did  not  notice  it, 
they  attributed  it  to  the  weather  and  to  her 
state  of  health.  There  was  onlv  one  who 
could  have  accounted  for  the  regret  that  was 
gnawing  at  her  soul,  and  he  was  far  away, 
banished  from  her  presence,  and  could  she 
wish  him  back  again  ?  No ;  she  felt  she 
could  not.  She  struggled  bravely  to  keep 
to  the  path  of  duty,  to  respect  her  husband  ; 
she  could  do  no  more.     She  onlv  wished  that 


A  MORNING   CALL. 


her  approaching  illness  might  end  her  life, 
for  the  last  few  weeks  had  seemed 
like  years  of  trouble.  She  had  begun  to 
look  calmly  at  the  prospect  of  the  quiet 
tomb,  beneath  the  shade  of  the  glorious  old 
Cathedral. 

Lord  Durant  had  not  relinquished  his 
hope  of  restoring  the  property.  Each  time 
he  attempted  again  to  broach  the  subject  to 
his  wife  she  tried  to  turn  the  conversation 
to  some  other  topic.  She  felt  she  could  not 
agree  with  it.  She  could  not  give  up  the 
riches  that  seemed  to  form  such  a  great  part 
of  her  happiness.  She  still  persisted  in 
regarding  it  merely  as  the  vagary  of  a 
diseased  mind,  and  resolutely  refused  to 
consent  to  the  fulfilment  of  his  cherished 
project. 

Sybil's  thoughts  were  far  different.  They 
were  those  of  anger  and  mortification. 

"  Why  had  she  been  so  foolish  as  to  con- 
fide the  secret  of  her  clandestine  love-making 
to  Lady  Durant  V'  she  asked  herself.  How 
could  a  rich  lady,  who  had  herself  made 
such  a  brilliant  match,  understand  the  affec- 
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tion  that  drew  the  daughter  of  the  Bishop  of 
St.  Hilda's  to  the  clever  but  poor  artist,  who 
was  so  far  beneath  her  in  station?  "  She 
thinks  he  cannot  really  care  for  me.  She 
won't  even  trouble  to  give  me  advice.  As  if 
Claude  is  not  far  superior  to  me ;  and  yet  I 
can  feel  so  secure  in  his  affection." 

"  Sybil,"  said  Mavis,  presently,  rousing 
herself  sufficiently  from  her  own  painful 
thoughts  to  notice  her  young  friend's 
dejected  look,  "have  I  vexed  you?  Have 
I  been  too  much  wrapped  up  in  my  own 
feelings  to  give  attention  to  your  troubles  ? 
Come,  let  us  go  indoors  together  and  have 
some  tea,  and  then  we  can  speak  about  Mr. 
Montieth,  although  I  don't  know  what  to 
say  to  you.  I  am  so  little  older  than  you 
are,  and  so  inexperienced." 

"  Could  you  not  ask  Lord  Durant? — that 
is,  if  he  would  take  sufficient  interest  to 
advise  me,"  asked  Sybil,  blushing  a  little. 

Mavis  turned  away  her  head  as  they 
slowly  crossed  the  lawn. 

"No,  I  would  rather  not  mention  the 
subject  to  my  husband,"  she  said,  in  a  low 
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voice.  "I  am  sure  lie  would  not  give  you 
the  counsel  vou  need.'' 

"  What  would  he  say,  then?':  asked 
Sybil. 

"  He  would  recommend  you  to  give  up 
your  engagement  until  Mr.  Montieth  was  in 
a  position  (if  he  ever  attains  it)  to  ask  for 
your  father's  consent,"  replied  Mavis,  feel- 
ing certain  that  Lord  Durant  would  recom- 
mend the  most  open  and  honourable  course 
to  pursue. 

"  It  would  be  right;  but  I  could  not  do 
that,"  said  Sybil,  gloomily.  "  Besides,  that 
is  not  according  to  your  way  of  thinking." 

"  No,  it  is  not ;  but  then  I  am  not  so  good 
as  my  husband,"  was  the  answer. 

As  they  passed  through  the  hall  a  footman 
met  them,  bearing  cards.  Some  visitors  had 
called. 

"  The  Dean  and  Mrs.  Melcombe,"  said 
Mavis.  "  What  a  late  hour  for  them  to 
come !  Sybil,  you  must  come  in  with  me 
and  see  them." 

"  Oh  no,  indeed,  Lady  Durant.  I  dare 
not  face  Mrs.  Melcombe.     What  would  she 
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think  of  my  dress?"  and  she  surveyed  her 
soiled  and  crumpled  muslin,  the  original 
freshness  of  which  had  not  been  improved 
by  contact  with  the  dusty  garden  paths. 
"  I  cannot  think  how  you  manage  to  keep 
yours  so  clean  and  nice,"  she  added,  in  a 
partially  aggrieved  tone. 

"Yes,  Sybil,  you  must  come  in  and  help 
me  to  entertain  her.  I  have  heard  so  much 
about  Mrs.  Melcombe  that  I  feel  quite 
alarmed  at  her." 

They  entered  the  drawing-room.  Mrs. 
Melcombe  came  forward,  and  greeted  Mavis 
patronizingly,  as  if  she  were  conferring  a 
great  favour  on  her  by  calling ;  and  there 
was  an  air  of  gracious  approval  as  she 
glanced  round  the  tastefully  furnished  room 
and  at  the  fair  face  of  the  young  lady  of  the 
house. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  enjoying  the  quiet  of 
these  pleasant,  old-fashioned  grounds,  after 
the  noise  and  bustle  of  London,"  she  re- 
sumed, with  a  smile  of  infinite  condescension. 
"  How  glad  you  must  be  to  get  out  of  a  life 
of  such  unrest !  " 
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Mavis's  face  flushed  angrily.  "Did  Mrs. 
Melcombe  mean  to  insult  her,"  she  thought, 
"  by  thus  alluding  to  her  former  profession  ? ' 
But  no,  the  ladys  face  wore  a  bland  and 
smooth  expression,  that  irritated  Mavis  be- 
yond endurance,  whilst  at  the  same  time  it 
amused  her. 

"I  do  not  like  St.  Plilda's  at  all,"  she 
answered,  looking  Mrs.  Melcombe  full  in  the 
face.  "  The  Cathedral  is  very  beautiful,  but 
beyond  that  I  do  not  see  anything  to  admire ; 
it  is  an  u^lv  manufacturing  town,  and  there 
is  so  little  societv." 

"  But  the  antiquity  of  the  place.  We  had 
the  Archaeological  Society  here  last  year, 
and  they  were  so  much  interested.  I  am 
afraid  you,  do  not  feel  proper  pride,  Lady 
Durant,  in  the  home  of  your  husband's 
ancestors,"  said  the  dean,  who  was  a  mild, 
inoffensive-looking,  bald-headed  little  man, 
apparently  completely  beneath  his  wife's 
control. 

Instantly  Mavis's  face  changed  as  she 
turned  to  the  speaker. 

"  I  am  afraid  you  arc  right/'  she  said,  with 
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a  smile.     "  I  have  not  yet  learnt  to  properly 
appreciate  my  home." 

At  that  moment  Lord  Durant  entered. 
Mrs.  Melcombe  had  addressed  a  remark  to 
Sybil,  whilst  the  clean  continued  the  conversa- 
tion with  Mavis.  After  greeting  his  visitors, 
the  nobleman  drew  up  a  seat  near  to  his  wife, 
and  joined  in  the  talk  about  some  of  the  curi- 
osities of  the  old  city  ;  from  that  they  turned 
to  discuss  some  Roman  remains  that  had 
lately  been  discovered,  and  Sybil,  thoroughly 
interested  in  a  subject  which  she  understood 
so  well,  listened  intently  to  what  was  being 
said,  and  Mavis,  in  order  not  to  appear  rude, 
had  to  turn  and  address  her  elder  visitor. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  that  encounter 
with  the  smugglers  so  near  to  Pen  Vychan, 
Lord  Durant' s  old  home?  there  was  a  full 
account  in  this  morning's  Daily  News"  said 
Mrs.  Melcombe,  presently. 

For  a  second  the  colour  totally  disappeared 
from  Mavis's  face,  and  then  rushed  back 
again,  dyeing  it  crimson — her  fears  had  flown 
to  her  father. 

"N-no;  what  is  it?"  she  stammered,   in 
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confusion   at  feeling  her  visitor's  eyes  fixed 
on  her  with  a  searching  glance. 

"Arc  you  ill,  Lady  Durant?  I  hope  the 
heat  has  not  overcome  you !  What  is  the 
matter?"  exclaimed  her  visitor. 

"  Mrs.  Melcombe,'5  said  Lord  Durant, 
breaking  off  in  the  middle  of  his  discussion, 
"I  have  a  rare  specimen  of  fern  in  the  con- 
servatory ;  I  should  like  you  to  see  it,  if  you 
will  come  with  me." 

His  manner  was  confused  and  hurried,  but 
Mrs.  Melcombe  continued, — 

"Were  you  not  astonished  to  hear  of  it, 
Lord  Durant  ?  I  thought  smuggling  had 
quite  died  out  in  England  ;  but  this  man — 
Asliton  isn't  his  name? — seems  quite  a  despe- 
rate character.  I  should  think  you  will  Be 
afraid  to  live  at  Pen  Vychan  again." 

Lord  Durant  looked  round  with  a  terrified 
glance.  His  wife  was  listening  eagerly,  her 
hands  clasped  together,  and  her  eyes  staring 
wildly,  as  her  guesl  unconsciously  talked  on. 

"  Surely  you  have  heard  of  it,"  she  con- 
tinued, surprised  at  the  nobleman's  silence. 
"  The    papers  were  full  of  it   this    morning. 
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They  talk  of  having  another  coastguard 
station  in  the  village — the  present  one  is  too 
far  off,  they  say." 

"  My  dear,"  said  the  dean,  looking  at  his 
watch,  and  addressing  his  wife,  "  I  have 
an  appointment  at  half -past  six ;  we  ought 
to  be  returning  home." 

He  hurried  home  quickly,  scarcely  stopping 
to  take  leave. 

"  Did  not  you  see  what  agitation  your 
mention  of  that  affair  at  Pen  Vychan 
caused  ?  '  he  said,  as  soon  as  their  carriage 
turned  away  from  the  door. 

"  No,"  his  wife  replied.  "  I  saw  that 
Lady  Durant  turned  pale,  and  was  very 
cold  and  short  in  her  manner.  I  consider 
her  a  pert,  stuck-up  little  thing." 

"  Depend  upon  it  there  is  some  incom- 
prehensible connexion  between  them  and 
the  man  Ashton,"  said  the  dean.  "I  never 
saw  such  horror  expressed  as  there  was  on 
that  pretty  little  woman's  face." 

"  I  shall  soon  find  it  out  if  there  is  !  " 
exclaimed  the  lady,  triumphantly.  "  Why 
the  mention  of  such  low  people  should  affect 
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a  man  in  Lord  Durant's  position  I  cannot 
understand  ;  but  if  there  is  anything  in  it, 
I  '11  sift  it  to  the  bottom.  I  suppose  that  is 
why  you  hastened  away.  I  wish  we  had 
stayed;  we  might  have  discovered  the 
mystery." 

"  And  have  caused  unspeakable  annoy- 
ance to  Lord  and  Lady  Durant,"  replied  her 
husband,  mildly.  "  No  ;  the  kindest  thing 
was  to  leave  them  when  we  did." 

"  What  is  it  ?  Please,  Gerald,  to  tell  me  !  " 
cried  Mavis,  as  soon  as  the  door  closed 
behind  the  callers.  She  had  forgotten,  in 
her  agitation,  that  Sybil  still  remained  in 
the  room.  "  Something  has  happened  to 
my  father,  and  you  are  concealing  it  from 
me. 

Lord  Durant  drew  his  trembling  wife 
closer  to  him,  and  kissed  her  white  lips. 
"  Do  not  look  like  that,  my  darling,"  he- 
said  ;  "  I  will  tell  you  all.  Come  into  my 
study." 

Mavis  made  a  step  forward,  and  would 
have   fallen   to   the   ground,    had    not    her 
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husband  caught  her  in  his  arms.  He  laid 
her  gently  back  on  the  sofa,  whilst  Sybil 
approached  nearer,  with  looks  of  awe  and 
astonishment,  perplexed  by  the  mysterious 
words  she  had  heard. 

She  had  never  seen  any  one  faint  before, 
and  it  frightened  her  to  see  her  friend  lying 
so  white  and  still,  her  pale  face  looking 
almost  deathlike  as  it  lay  on  the  crimson 
cushions,  with  her  golden  hair  falling  round 
like  a  bright  halo.  She  burst  into  tears  and 
wrung  her  hands. 

"Miss  Ingram,  please  get  some  wine;  but 
don't  let  the  servants  know  of  this,  if  you 
can  help  it,"  exclaimed  Lord  Durant,  turning 
to  the  frightened  girl.  "I  wish  Mrs.  Mcl- 
combe  had  never  come  here  this  afternoon,'3 
he  muttered,  below  his  breath. 

Sybil  obeyed.  She  rang  the  bell,  and, 
going  to  the  door,  met  the  servant,  gave  the 
order,  and  presently  returned,  bearing  the 
decanter  herself. 

"  That  is  right,  Miss  Ingram,"  said  the 
nobleman,  approvingly,  as  she  rilled  a  glass 
and   handed  it  to  him.     It   revived   Mavis 
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almost  immediately.  She  opened  her  eyes, 
and,  looking  up,  beheld  the  anxious  faces 
bending  over  her. 

"  Have  I  fainted  ?     How  foolish  of  me  ! ' 
she  exclaimed,  attempting  to  rise ;  but  her 
head  sank  back  again. 

"  She  is  better  now,"  said  Lord  Durant. 
il  Miss  Ingram,  may  I  ask  vou  to  leave  us 
alone  for  a  few  moments  ?  I  have  something 
to  say  to  Lady  Durant.  We  have  heard  bad 
news." 

Feeling  not  a  little  mystified,  Sybil  went 
from  the  room,  and,  putting  on  her  hat, 
passed  out  into  the  garden,  pacing  slowly  up 
and  down  the  walks,  glancing  every  now  and 
then  at  the  drawing-room  windows.  Her 
curiosity  was  fully  roused  about  the  mystery 
that  the  few  chance  words  of  Mrs.  Melcombe 
had  produced. 

"  Gerald,  I  can  see  by  your  face  that 
something  has  happened.  My  father  has 
rommitted  some  dreadful  crime — is  not  that 
the  truth?'  Mavis  exclaimed,  as  soon  as 
Sybil  had  disappeared. 

"Your    father    is    (lead/"    replied     Lord 
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Durant,  slowly,  feeling"  certain  that  the 
truth,  even  thus  abruptly  revealed,  would 
not  appear  so  bad  as  the  fears  that  had 
rushed  into  his  wife's  mind. 

And  then  quietly  and  sadly  lie  told  her  all 
that  he  had  learnt  from  the  newspapers 
(which  he  had  given  orders  should  be  kept 
out  of  Mavis's  sight)  about  Captain  Ashton's 
death  and  his  nephew's  arrest. 

She  heard  the  news  with  calmness,  as  if 
it  was  almost  a  relief  to  know  that  her 
father  no  longer  lived,  and  that  she  should 
not  feel  the  fear  of  disgrace  that  had  always 
hung  over  her  since,  by  marriage,  she  had 
been  raised  to  a  higher  station,  but  her 
husband's  face  still  retained  a  gloomy  expres- 
sion that  she  was  not  slow  to  ])erceive. 

"  Gerald,  what  is  the  matter?'  she  cried, 
almost  angrily.  "  Tt  is  foolish  to  pretend 
that  either  of  us  can  feel  anything  but 
thankfulness  that  his  life  is  over,  and  yet 
vou  look  quite  miserable.  You  knew  what 
mv  father  was  before  vou  married  me. 
should  think  vou  ought  to  feel  glad  that  he 
will  no  longer  disgrace4  us." 
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kw  I  am  afraid  the  disgrace  is  not  all  over, 
Mavis,"  replied  ^ier  husband,  sadly.  "  His 
relationship  to  you  may  come  out,  and  then 
the  publicity  will  be  dreadful.  But  what  a 
weak  fool  I  am ! '  he  added,  stamping  his 
foot  impatiently,  for  he  saw  a  sudden  change 
on  his  wife's  face. 

u  Gerald!  do  you  think  it  will  really  be 
known  ?  '  she  exclaimed,  horror-stricken  at 
the  idea  that  had  never  occurred  to  her 
before. 

"  Forgive  me,  Mavis,  my  dearest,  I  did  not 
think  what  I  said,"  he  resumed,  in  passionate 
accents  of  the  severest  self-reproach.  He 
tried  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  but  she  turned 
from  him  with  a  gesture  of  aversion,  and, 
rising  from  the  sofa,  retreated  to  the  other 
side  of  the  room. 

"  You  married  me  knowing  it . !  "  she  cried, 
bursting  into  a  passionate  fit  of  weeping. 
"  Why  need  you  feel  ashamed?  It  will  be 
nothing  to  you  ;  it  is  I  who  will  have  to  bear 
the  awful  disgrace  !  ' 

"  No,  Mavis,  you  are  wrong.  If  it  is  our 
fate  that  this  becomes  known,  we  must  help 
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one  another  to  bear  it.  I  cannot  disguise  the 
fact  that  it  is  hurtful  to  my  pride." 

"  Then  why  did  you  marry  me?"  asked 
Mavis,  half  beside  herself  with  mortification. 
' '  You  tempted  me  with  your  rank  and 
riches.  I  confided  in  you  when  my  father 
warned  me  to  preserve  his  secret ;  now  you 
turn  round  at  the  first  suspicion  that  it  will 
become  known  what  my  father  was.  Better, 
far  better  would  it  have  been  had  we  never 
met,  had  you  never  married  me  to  feel 
ashamed  of  your  wife  !  " 

"  This  is  wrong,  cruel,  and  unjust!  Did 
I  ever  express  one  word  but  of  the  deepest 
affection  to  you  ?  "  cried  Lord  Durant.  "Oh, 
Mavis,  you  little  know  how  hard  such  re- 
proaches are  to  bear  from  you  ! '  He  turned 
away  as  he  spoke,  and  quitted  the  room  to 
hide  the  visible  emotion  expressed  on  his 
countenance,  and,  for  a  moment,  Mavis's 
conscience  smote  her  with  a  bitter  sense  of 
her  cruelty. 

"  I  wish  I  Avas  dead !  "  she  cried  aloud,  her 
feelings  changing  all  at  once  from  anger  to 
self- reproach  ;    but    her  husband    passed  out 
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without  a  word;  surely  he  did  not  hear  her, 
for  it  was  not  like  him  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  as 
she  called  after  him  in  accents  of  misery. 

"  What  have  I  done  ? — what  have  I  said  ?  ' 
Lord  Durant  kept  saying  to  himself  as  he 
paced  up  and  down  the  deserted  library,  try- 
ing to  recall  the  words  he  had  uttered  that 
had  aroused  such  anger  in  his  wife's  heart  ; 
but  all  seemed  indistinct,  all  was  blotted  out 
by  the  remembrance  of  her  reproaches.  He 
had  long  known  that  she  did  not  love  him, 
and  in  spite  of  his  unchanged  affection  he 
could  not  prevent  the  knowledge  of  the 
almost  imperceptible  but  daily  increasing 
gulf  that  separated  them.  Mavis  had  become 
more  cold  and  distant,  and  now,  he  thought, 
though  not  without  a  still  sadder  look  pass- 
ing over  his  face,  that  she  could  never  more 
feel  the  same,  she  could  never  forgive  him 
the  selfish  pride  that  had  urged  him  to  utter 
his  wicked  fears.  These  fears  were  alto- 
gether forgotten  now.  The  connexion  with 
Captain  Ashton  scarcely  seemed  a  disgrace 
beside  the  thought  that  it  had  been  the 
cause  of  harsh  words  between  husband  and 
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wife ;    it  had,   perhaps,  robbed  him  of   the 
slight  spark  of  affection  that  Mavis  felt. 

For  a  long-  time,  it  might  have  been  many 
hours,  for  he  did  not  notice  how  the  time 
was  passing,  Lord  Durant  remained  alone,  a 
prey  to  his  wretched,  torturing  thoughts. 
He  heard  Mavis  ascending  the  stairs,  and 
something  like  the  sound  of  a  sobbing  cry 
as  she  passed  by  the  library  door.  An  irre- 
sistible impulse  urged  him  to  go  after  her, 
but  his  pride  kept  him  back. 

u  She  would  rather  be  alone,7'  he  thought, 
as  he  returned  to  his  seat.  u  She  does  not 
care  for  me,  I  can  see  it  every  time  I 
approach  her ;  and,  oh,  how  bitterly  my 
cruel  words  must  have  wounded  her  ! ' 
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CHAPTER  II. 

(LOUD    AND    SUNSHINE. 

Oh,  yet  one  smile,  though  dark  may  lower 

Around  thee  clouds  of  woe  and  ill ; 

Let  me  yet  feel  that  I  have  power, 

'Mid  fate's  bleak  storms,  to  soothe  thee  still. 

Miss  Landon. 

For  a  long  time  Sybil  remained  wandering 
about  the  garden  in  an  aimless  kind  of  way, 
conjecturing  all  sorts  of  impossibilities,  and 
wondering  if  the  sadness  that  she  had  not 
failed  to  notice  in  Ma  vis's  looks  had  any 
connexion  with  the  ominous  secret.  She 
would  not  go  home,  although  she  knew  it 
was  past  their  dinner-hour,  for  she  felt  too 
much  anxiety  about  Lady  Durant ;  she  could 
not  get  the  death-like  look  on  her  face  from 
her  mind. 
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Presently  it  began  to  grow  dusk ;  the 
evenings  were  drawing  in,  and  the  dew  was 
falling  fast,  after  the  intense  heat  of  the 
day. 

"  Surely  they  cannot  be  still  talking,"  she 
said  to  herself.  "  I  may  as  well  go  in  and 
see  how  Lady  Durant  is  now." 

•She  ascended  the  steps  ;  there  was  nobody 
about  the  hall ;  she  listened  a  moment  at  the 
drawing-room  door,  feeling  nervous  at  the 
fear  of  intruding,  for  she  could  never  get 
over  a  sort  of  shyness  at  Lord  Durant ;  but 
there  was  no  sound  of  voices,  so  she  turned 
the  handle  and  went  in  ;  there  was  nobodv 
there,  and  the  room  was  almost  in  darkness. 
She  did  not  like  to  ring  for  lights,  so  she 
took  a  seat  near  the  open  window,  and, 
taking  up  a  book,  resolved  to  wait  until 
somebody  came  in ;  it  was  getting  too  late 
for  her  to  return  home  alone  through  the 
streets  of  the  city,  so  there  was  nothing  to 
be  done  but  to  remain  where  she  was. 

"Nine  o'clock!'  she  said  to  herself,  on 
hearing  the  chimes  from  the  cathedral;  "I 
should  think  they  ought  to  have  gone  in  to 
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dinner  ;  it  must  be  past  the  usual  time4.  I  '11 
go  and  see  if  I  can  find  some  one." 

She  timidly  crossed  the  room ;  the  hall 
was  brilliantly  lighted  up.  Just  then  Lord 
Durant  came  out  of  the  library ;  he  looked 
anxious  and  harassed,  with  a  wild  expression 
of  fear  in  his  eyes  that  Sybil  had  never 
before  seen. 

"  How  is  Lady  Durant  now  ?  "  she  asked, 
addressing  him. 

"  She  is  not  very  well  just  now ;  she  has 
gone  upstairs,  and  is  lying  down,"  replied 
the  nobleman.  "  The  news  I  had  to  tell  her 
has  shocked  her  very  much.  But,  Miss 
Ingram,  I  thought  you  had  gone  home ; 
have  you  been  by  yourself  all  this  time  ? 
How  careless  and  neglectful  you  must  have 
thought  me  !  1  am  going  in  to  dinner  now, 
so  you  must  come  with  me ;  I  shall  send  a 
messenger  to  your  home  to  say  where  you 
are,  for  fear  your  father  should  feel  ner- 
vous." 

"  Is  it  such  very  bad  news  ?  "  asked  Sybil, 
looking  up  appealingly  into  her  host's 
troubled  face. 
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He  made  no  answer,  but  led  the  way  into 
the  dining-room,  and,  dropping  into  a  seat, 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and  groaned 
aloud  as  he  thought  of  the  real  cause  of  his 
trouble. 

The  look  of  wonder  deepened  on  Sybil's 
face  ;  the  meal  proceeded  in  silence,  and  as 
soon  as  dessert  was  placed  on  the  table,  and 
the  servants  had  withdrawn,  Lord  Durant 
glanced  towards  his  young  visitor. 

"  You  must  think  this  all  very  strange, 
Miss  Ingram,"  he  began  hesitatingly,  as  if 
he  had  scarcely  made  up  his  mind  how  much 
of  the  truth  he  should  reveal,  "  but  the  only 
excuse  I  can  make  for  the  conduct  which,  to 
say  the  least,  must  seem  inexplicable  to  you, 
is  to  tell  you  that  Lady  Durant's  father  is 
dead.  The  whole  affair  is  a  most  painful 
one  to  me,  so  I  think  I  can  rely  on  you  not 
to  mention  it  to  any  one." 

He  spoke  slowly,  and  Sybil  could  perceive 
by  the  convulsive  twitching  of  his  face  what 
a  hard  struggle  it  was  to  him  to  reveal  even 
thus  much,  andyet  there  was  something  in  the 
young  girl's  manner  that  forced  him  to  confide 
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In  her,  although  a  moment  after  lie  would 
have  given  anything  to  recall  his  words. 

"I  will  promise  not  to  say  a  word,  Lord 
Durant !  '  she  exclaimed,  looking1  ud  with 
tears  of  genuine  sympathy  in  her  eyes.  "  I 
saw  the  newspaper  this  morning.  I  think  I 
can  guess  all,  and  I  can  realize  what  a  pain- 
ful subject  it  must  be.  Poor  Lady  Durant, 
how  can  she  bear  it  ?  I  am  very,  very  sorry 
for  her." 

A  faint  smile  passed  over  Lord  Durant's 
haggard  face  ;  he  appeared  to  have  grown 
ten  years  older  in  those  few  hours ;  he  rose 
from  his  seat,  and  began  pacing  excitedly  up 
and  down  the  room.  Presently  he  stopped 
short. 

"  You  must  not  think  me  discourteous, 
Miss  Ingram,"  he  said,  u  but  I  must  beg  of 
you  to  allow  mo  to  be  alone.  I  do  not  feel 
as  if  I  could  bear  any  one  near  me  just  now. 
I  will  order  the  carriage  to  take  you  home  if 
you  do  not  think  it  unpardonably  rude  to 
dismiss  you  like  this." 

"No,  indeed,  Lord  Durant,  it  is  I  who 
should  apologize.  I  have  felt  like  an  intruder 
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all  the  evening ;  but  I  forgot  everything,  I 
was  so  anxious  when  I  saw  Lady  Durant 
looking  ill." 

"It  was  a  shock  to  her  at  first,  the  sus- 
pense of  the  first  few  minutes  was  so  great ; 
but  when  I  had  broken  the  news  to  her  she 
grew  calmer :  when  she  comes  to  think  it 
over  I  do  not  imagine  that  she  can  really 
feel  regret  for  her  father  ;  he  has  behaved 
very  badly  to  her ;  after  a  time  his  death 
must  seem  a  relief  instead  of  a  cause  for 
sorrow." 

"  May  I  come  in  the  morning  and  see 
Lady  Durant  ?"  asked  Sybil,  as  the  noble- 
man took  her  down  to  the  carriage,  when  it 
had  driven  up  to  the  door,  "  or  do  you  think 
she  would  rather  be  alone  ?  " 

"Thank  you.  I  dare  say  yur  coming 
will  cheer  her  up,  for  naturally  she  feels  a 
little  low  spirited.     Good-bye." 

They  shook  hands,  the  carriage  drove  off, 
and  Lord  Durant,  instead  of  returning  to  the 
house,  slowly  took  his  way  down  the  avenue. 
A  gentle  breeze  had  risen,  and  was  stirring 
amongst  the  trees,  rustling  the  leaves.     The 
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ceaseless  roar  from  the  busy  town  could  be 
distinctly  heard,  breaking  the  monotony  of 
the  weird  stillness  that  reigned  around  him. 
The  moon  was  shining  brightly,  each  shadow 
was  distinctly  defined  against  the  deep  blue 
of  the  sky,  whilst  every  now  and  then,  above 
the  hum  of  voices  and  sound  of  machinery, 
could  be  heard  the  deep,  ominous  rumble 
of  distant  thunder.  A  few  intensely  black 
clouds  Avere  rapidly  rising  above  the 
horizon. 

The  sound  of  a  firm,  quick  step  on  the 
gravel  outside  caused  Lord  Durant  hastily  to 
turn  his  head.  A  tall  figure  was  advancing 
up  the  avenue. 

"  Could  it  be  Lionel?1'  was  his  first 
thought.  There  was  the  same  superior  height, 
the  same  steady  upright  walk  and  proud 
bearing. 

But  no,  it  was  not.  The  new-comer  was 
younger  and  slighter  than  the  major,  and  as 
he  came  nearer  the  momentary  illusion  was 
dispelled.  It  was  a  young  man  in  a  rough 
sador-like  dress,  carrying  an  odd-looking 
burden  in  his  arms. 
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He  came  up,  and  in  the  clear  moonlight 
Lord  Durant  could  plainly  see  his  features. 
They  were  familiar  to  him,  and  in  an  instant 
it  flashed  across  his  mind  that  he  had  seen 
him  before  at  Pen  Vychan, 

"What  is  it  you  want?'  he  asked, 
hurriedly,  whilst  half-defined  fears  took  pos- 
session of  him. 

"  I  have  come  from  Pen  Vychan,  my  lord," 
replied  Ivor  Morgan  (for  it  was  he).  "  lam 
the  bearer  of  bad  news,  which  I  was  told  to 
convey  to  you.  Captain  Ashton  is  dead  ;  he 
was  killed  by  a  fall  from  the  cliffs.'' 

"  I  have  already  heard  of  it  through  the 
newspapers,"  Lord  Durant  said,  in  a  tone  of 
suppressed  resentment  at  the  fact  that  Ivor 
should  know  of  the  near  relationshij)  between 
his  wife  and  the  captain. 

"I  was  with  him  before  he  died,"  continued 
the  young  man.  "  He  astonished  me  by  de- 
claring- that  he  was  Lady  Durant's  father. 
Is  that  true,  or  is  it  an  invention  of  his 
own  ?  " 

"It  is  perfectly  true,''  replied  the  noble- 
man, sadly.      "  J    should  like  to  know  how 
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many  people  you  have  made  acquainted  with 
the  fact  ?  " 

"  I  have  not  told  anybody/7  was  the  rather 
indignant  response.  "I  thought  that  you 
would  not  wish  for  it  to  be  made  public. 
Captain  Ashton  confided  the  secret  to  me, 
and  desired  me  to  take  his  little  daughter  to 
Lady  Durant,  who,  I  understand,  is  ready  to 
receive  her." 

Lord  Durant  stepped  back  two  or  three 
paces. 

"  His  daughter!"  he  repeated.  "I  did 
not  think — at  least,  I  forgot — that  he  had  a 
child.  Where  is  it  ?  What  is  it  to  me  ?  I 
do  not  want  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
it." 

Without  replying,  Ivor  raised  a  corner  of 
a  shawl,  and  showed  the  face  of  little  Maud, 
who  lay  asleep  in  his  arms. 

The  stern  look  on  Lord  Durant's  softened 
face,  as  he  bent  over  to  look  at  the  beautiful 
features  of  the  innocent  child. 

"Poor  little  creature!"  he  said,  com- 
passionately ;  "  how  can  she  help  her  father's 
sins!     Bring  her  up  to  the  house,  and  I  will 
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consult  Lady  Durant  about  what  we  shall  do 
with  her." 

Ivor  followed  him  along  the  avenue  with 
a  lightened  heart,  feeling  thankful  that  his 
promise  had  been  accomplished ;  for  he  had 
looked  forward  with  an  unspeakable  dread  to 
the  thankless  task  that  had  been  laid  on  him, 
but  which  he  had  been  unable  to  refuse. 

"  Come  in  here,"  said  the  nobleman,  open- 
ing the  drawing-room  door,  when  they  had 
reached  the  house.  "  I  must  hear  what  you 
have  to  tell  about  this  affair." 

Ivor  obeyed,  first  laying  Maud  down  on 
one  of  the  couches  with  a  gentleness  and 
tenderness  that  surprised  Lord  Durant,  and 
prepossessed  him  in  the  young  man's  favour. 

Ivor  frankly  related  to  him  the  particulars 
that  had  formed  the  chief  topic  of  discussion 
at  Pen  Vychan,  during  the  last  few  days,  and 
to  Lord  Durant' s  relief  he  learned  that  there 
was  very  little  reason  for  the  fears  that  had 
oppressed  him.  The  public  would,  most  pro- 
bably, not  become  acquainted  with  the  fact 
that  he  had  married  a  daughter  of  the  man 
who   had   made   his   name    so   unpleasantly 
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notorious  ;  for  Lieutenant  Hopkins,  as  well 
as  Ivor's  mother  and  stepfather,  had  pro- 
mised to  guard  the  secret  that  had  fallen 
from  the  lips  of  the  dying  man. 

Whilst  they  had  been  talking,  the  sky  had 
become  clouded  over,  and  heavy  rain  began 
to  fall.  An  occasional  flash  of  vivid  light- 
ning lit  up  the  country  for  miles  around. 

Ivor  glanced  towards  Maud,  who  still 
slept. 

"  I  suppose  you  intend  to  allow  her  to  stay 
here,  my  lord,"  he  said  ;  and  then,  perceiving 
Lord  Durant's  glance  of  surprise,  he  added, 
"  I  promised  her  poor  father  that,  if  her  rela- 
tives were  not  willing  to  keep  her,  I  would 
see  that  she  did  not  want  for  a  friend." 

"  Lady  Durant's  sister  shall  not  be  de- 
pendent on  the  charity  of  strangers,"  was 
the  haughty  reply.  •'  I  shall  take  care  that 
the  child  is  properly  provided  for." 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  give  offence,  my 
lord,"  said  Ivor,  proudly,  as  he  moved  towards 
the  door,  feeling  not  a  little  indignation  at 
the  nobleman's  manner  to  him. 

Lord  Durant  instantly  perceived  that  the 
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young  man's  pride  was  wounded ;  he  hastened 
to  apologize. 

"  Do  not  think  I  am  ungrateful  for  the 
trouble  you  have  taken.  This  is  what  I  am 
indebted  to  you  for  the  expenses  of  the 
journey,  and  I  beg  of  you  to  accept  a  small 
present  besides,"  he  said,  taking  out  his 
purse,  and  handing  Ivor  a  bank  note. 

"  Thank  you,  my  lord;.  I  do  not  wish  to 
receive  payment  for  doing  a  kindness  for  a 
friend  who  is  dead,"  answered  Ivor,  without 
offering  to  take  the  money.  c '  I  have  left 
Pen  Vychan  for  good :  it  is  not  my  inten- 
tion to  return  there." 

"Well,  we  must  hope  that  you  will  take 
warning  by  the  death  of  your  captain,  and 
discontinue  your  old  life,"  began  Lord 
Durant.  But  Ivor  interrupted  him  with  an 
indignant  exclamation. 

"  You  do  not  imagine  that  I  belonged  to 
Captain  Ashton's  crew  ? ''  he  said.  "  Because 
I  happened  to  be  with  him  when  he  died,  is 
that  a  reason  why  I  should  be  suspected  of 
dishonesty  ?  " 

In  an  instant  Lord   Durant" s    expression 
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changed  totally.  He  had  no  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  Ivor  was  superior  to  most  of  the 
other  Pen  Vychan  fishermen,  and  had  not 
unnaturally  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he 
was  concerned  in  the  dishonest  traffic  of  the 
Orient ;  hut  the  look  of  conscious  innocence 
in  the  young  man's  face  immediately  put  his 
suspicions  to  flight. 

"  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  I  ever  suspected 
you,"  he  said,  in  a  gentler  voice.  "  I  must  try 
and  make  amends  for  the  way  in  which  I  have 
spoken.  What  are  your  plans  for  the  future  ? ' 
Ivor  unhesitatingly  told  him  of  his  am- 
bition to  study  as  an  artist. 

The  nobleman  listened  with  a  smile  of 
approval.  "It  is  a  laudable  ambition,"  he 
said  at  last,  "  and  I  will  do  my  best  to 
encourage  and  assist  it.  If  you  can  manage 
to  stay  a  few  days  at  St.  Hilda's  I  will 
speak  to  a  clever  artist  who  lives  here,  and 
he  must  judge  of  your  talents.  I  would  ask 
you  to  remain  on  at  the  Abbey,  but  I  do  not 
wish  for  the  suspicions  of  my  servants  to  be 
excited  about  the  errand  on  which  you  have 
come." 
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Ivor  went  out  into  the  fast-falling-  rain 
with  a  heavy  heart.  It  had  been  a  painful 
interview.  He  could  not  help  resenting 
Lord  Durant's  words,  and  yet  all  the  time 
he  had  noticed  the  cloud  of  trouble  and  sad- 
ness that  overshadowed  the  nobleman's  face, 
and  caused  his  mind  to  be  preoccupied.  A 
vivid  flash  of  lightning,  followed  by  a  rattling 
peal  of  thunder  causing  the  very  ground  to 
tremble,  warned  him  to  quicken  his  steps 
towards  the  shelter  of  the  inn  where  he 
had  left  his  trunk  and  intended  to  pass  the 
night.  Strangely  enough  it  brought  to  his 
memory  the  scene  in  the  Pen  Vychan  woods 
nearly  twelve  months  before,  when  he  had 
been  injured  in  saving  Mavis  from  the  effects 
of  the  storm. 

"  I  wonder  if  Lady  Durant  remembers 
it?'  he  said  to  himself.  "She  seemed 
grateful  at  the  time,  and  just  now  her  in- 
fluence could  help  me  so  well.  I  hope  his 
lordship  will  remember  his  promise  of  be- 
friending me." 

He  reached  the  little  inn  and  ordered  a 
frugal  supper.     As  soon  as  he  had  partaken 
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of  it  he  retired  for  the  night,  and  slept 
soundly,  dreaming  of  Jessie  Williams,  not 
hearing  the  fearful  storm  of  thunder,  wind, 
and  rain  that  raged  furiously  outside.  But 
fierce  as  was  the  strife  of  the  elements  during 
that  terrible  storm  that  lasted  through  the 
night,  a  still  fiercer  struggle  was  going  on 
within  the  walls  of  the  Abbey — the  battle 
between  life  and  death.  Mavis  lay  dan- 
gerously ill.  A  messenger  was  despatched 
for  a  surgeon,  but  before  he  arrived  death 
had  almost  claimed  her  as  its  prey. 

In  speechless  agony,  not  unmingled  with 
self-reproach,  Lord  Durant  heard  the  words 
that  sounded  the  doom  to  all  future  happi- 
ness. They  seemed  to  stun  him,  to  rob  him 
almost  of  the  power  of  reason,  whilst  in  his 
brain  rang  frightful  self-accusations  produced 
by  the  remembrance  of  the  words  he  had 
uttered  during  the  past  evening. 

"But  you  must  save  her;  it  must  be 
done ;  you  cannot  let  her  die  ! '  he  cried,  in 
his  frenzy,  to  the  surgeon,  who  came  into 
the  room  where  the  nobleman  sat,  longing 
for  tidings  and  yet  not  daring  to  ask. 


38  EYES  SO  BLUE. 

"  We  will  if  we  can,  but  it  lies  in  other 
hands  than  ours,"  was  the  reply.  "  How- 
ever, we  must  hope  for  the  best." 

He  went  away,  the  expression  of  sorrowful 
anguish  on  the  nobleman's  face  haunting 
him. 

As  the  morning  dawned,  and  the  dark, 
heavy  clouds  rolled  away  before  the  appear- 
ance of  the  glorious  orb,  they  came  to  tell 
Lord  Durant  of  the  birth  of  a  son.  The 
long  hoped  for  tidings  of  the  advent  of  the 
heir  to  the  title  and  vast  estates  fell  on  heed- 
less ears.  He  did  not  care  now ;  his  whole 
mind  was  absorbed  as  one  great  throb  of 
happiness  ran  through  his  veins  at  the  words 
of  the  physician,  "  We  hope  Lady  Durant 
will  do  well  now.     She  is  likely  to  recover." 

Half  delirious  with  his  new-found  hopes 
after  the  despair  through  which  he  had 
passed,  Lord  Durant  followed  the  physician 
into  the  room  where  Mavis  lay,  looking  pale 
and  ill.  Her  face  was  turned  away  when  he 
approached.  He  could  not  trust  himself  to 
speak ;  his  heart  was  too  full  for  words.  He 
bent  over  her,   and  pressed  a  long,   loving 
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kiss  on  her  lips.  Her  eyes  met  his ;  the  tears 
were  trembling  on  the  long  lashes,  but  she 
read  in  his  face  the  deep,  fervent  love  and 
contrition  expressed  there. 

"  Can  you  forgive  me,  Mavis  ?"  he  asked, 
in  a  voice  choked  with  emotion. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  faintly.  "  We  had 
better  both  forget  what  we  have  said." 

She  again  averted  her  face,  as  if  she  were 
too  weak  to  talk. 

The  infant  was  brought  to  its  father.  He 
gazed  into  the  little  unconscious  face  with 
a  strange  tenderness,  and  just  at  that  moment 
the  bells  of  the  cathedral  tower  clashed  out 
a  merry  peal  in  glad  welcome  to  this  new- 
born heir.  He  smiled — one  flashing,  beaming 
smile  lit  up  his  whole  countenance.  It  was 
a  look  of  glad  hope,  of  fulfilled  desires.  He 
turned  to  his  wife ;  the  tears  still  stood  in  her 
eyes. 

"  Mavis,  my  darling,  my  wife,  look  up  ! 
Will  you  be  the  last  to  welcome  your  child — 
our  son?"  he  asked,  in  a  voice  that  trembled, 
but  withal  was  ecstatically  joyous. 

The  physician  interposed.    "  Lady  Durant 
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must  not  be  excited/'  lie  said ;  and  her 
husband  was  contented  to  sit  where  he  could 
hold  her  hand,  and  watch  the  face  that  was 
so  unutterably  dear  to  him. 

Perhaps  this  little  one  would  prove  a 
stronger  link  to  draw  them  together,  he 
thought,  and  perhaps  Mavis  would  learn  now 
to  return  some  of  the  ardent  affection  that 
burned  undiminished  in  his  heart. 

Days  of  calm  happiness  followed.  Lord 
Durant  went  about  like  one  in  a  dream, 
rejoicing  as  daily  and  hourly  Mavis  regained 
her  strength.  It  amused  him  to  watch  the 
wonderment  with  which  little  Maud  Austin 
regarded  the  baby. 

Mavis  had  received  with  calmness  the 
news  that  the  child  was  an  inmate  of  the 
Abbey.  She  had  been  too  ill  and  weak  to 
trouble,  and  so  the  little  one  remained  there, 
left  principally  to  the  care  of  the  servants  ; 
and  as  time  went  on  her  presence  in  the 
house  began  to  be  considered  as  a  matter  of 
course.  And  by  the  time  Mavis  was  able  to 
leave  her  room  and  come  downstairs  she  had 
become  accustomed  to  the  siglrt  of  the  quiet 
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little  girl  in  licr  dress  of  deep  mourning. 
And  there  was  no  thought  or  talk  of  sending 
her  away  to  school,  which  had  been  Lord 
Durant's  first  intention  on  receiving  her  into 
his  house. 

The  nobleman  did  not  forget  his  promise 
of  befriending  Ivor.  He  consulted  Claude 
Montieth,  who,  pronouncing  a  favourable 
opinion  of  the  young  man's  ability,  offered 
to  receive  him  as  a  pupil  on  payment  of 
only  a  small  premium,  out  of  respect  for 
his  wealthy  patron. 

They  were  to  start  together  for  Rome  in  a 
few  weeks,  Lord  Durant  generously  pro- 
posing to  defray  all  Ivor's  expenses. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

RESTITUTION. 

Where, 
When  mirth  brings  out  the  young  and  fair, 
Does  she,  the  fairest,  hide  her  brow 
In  melancholy  stillness  now  ? 

Moore. 

u  Lionel,  I  have  received  an  invitation  from 
your  brother ;  he  wishes  us  both  to  be 
present  at  the  christening  of  his  son,  on  the 
twenty -four  th  of  this  month.  I  conclude 
that  you  have  no  engagement,  that  will 
prevent  your  accepting  it  ?  " 

The  dowager  Lady  Durant  looked  steadily 
at  her  son  as  she  spoke.  He  was  lazily 
lounging  on  a  sofa,  with  a  volume  of  a  novel 
in  his  hand,  and  she,  sitting  upright  on  a  stiff- 
backed  chair  at  the  other  side  of  the  small, 
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bright  fire  (for  fires  were  necessary  on  those 
chilly  SejDtember  mornings),  was  busily 
employed  at  a  large  piece  of  worsted  work. 

The  major  read  on  to  the  end  of  the  page 
before  he  laid  down  his  book. 

"  Well,  what  is  it  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Gerald  has  invited  yon  to  St.  Hilda's," 
his  mother  replied,  with  the  slightest  per- 
ceptible frown  on  her  smooth  brow  at  his 
cool,  indifferent  manner.  "  We  really  ought 
to  go  ;  it  is  bad  policy  to  be  unfriendly  with 
our  relatives." 

"  Bad  policy!"  echoed  Lionel,  with  a 
rueful  expression  of  countenance.  "  What 
good  can  any  intrigues  on  our  part  do  now  ? 
This  child  of  Gerald's  is  safe  to  come  into  the 
property  ;  there  is  not  a  shadow  of  a  chance 
for  me  now." 

"  Is  that  any  reason  why  we  should 
behave  ourselves  uncivilly  ?  Why  should 
we  appear  to  bear  Gerald,  any  ill  will?  I 
suppose  he  had  a  right  to  marry  ?  You 
surely  do  not  wish  your  foolish  infatuation  for 
that  little  woman  to  prevent  your  ever 
visiting  at  your  brother's  house  ? ' 
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u  I  hope  I  have  got  over  that  by  this 
time,'5  replied  Lionel,  with  a  quiet  smile. 
"  If  you  have  set  your  heart  upon  going  I 
am  perfectly  willing.  I  can  easily  put  off 
my  proposed  trip  to  the  Highlands  with 
Captain  Cameron.  I  conclude  Gerald  wishes 
to  keep  me  to  my  promise  of  standing  god- 
father to  the  little  fellow.  What  does  he 
sav  his  name  is  to  be  ?  " 

The  dowager  referred  to  a  letter  that  she 
had  taken  from  her  pocket. 

' '  Gerald  writes  to  say  that  he  has  fixed  on 
the  name  of  '  Mervyn,'  "  she  replied.  "  I 
should  like  to  know  what  made  them  choose 
it;  there  is  no  one  in  the  family  of  that 
name." 

"]  should  think  that  it  is  a  mere  fancy," 
said  the  major,  carelessly.  "  I  wonder, 
however,  that  they  did  not  call  him  Gerald, 
after  his  father." 

However,  the  matter  was  settled,  and 
before  many  days  were  over  Lady  Durant 
and  her  son  left  London  for  St.  Hilda's. 

Mavis  had  been  looking  forward  to  Lionel's 
visit  with  mingled  feelings  of  pleasure  and 
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dread.  She  felt  that  for  many  reasons  the 
meeting  must  be  inexpressibly  painful  to 
both  of  them ;  and  yet  deep  down  in  her 
heart  was  an  eager  longing  once  more  to 
behold  him,  and  even  to  hear  the  sound  of 
his  voice.  Gerald  was  also  eager  for  his 
brother's  coming  ;  they  had  parted  in  anger, 
and  he  was  anxious  for  a  reconciliation  to 
take  place,  and  surely  there  could  be  no  fitter 
time  than  when  they  met  to  rejoice  at  the 
christening  of  the  young  heir. 

He  arrived :  there  was  a  shyness  and  con- 
straint in  Mavis's  greeting ;  she  kept  her  eyes 
cast  down,  and  there  was  a  flutter  in  her 
heart,  and  a  varying  colour  on  her  cheek, 
that  he  did  not  fail  to  notice.  Hut  when  she 
came  to  exhibit  her  baby  a  proud,  glad 
light  shone  in  the  young  mother's  face. 
She  could  look  up  now;  the  infant  son 
seemed  like  a  barrier  against  that  guilty  love 
that  she  was  striving  to  put  from  her  heart. 

"  Is  not  lie  a  handsome  boy?'1  asked  Lord 
Durant,  gazing  with  proud  admiration  at  the 
child  lying  in  its  mother's  arms.  "Look 
how  the  little  fellow  stares   about  him,  and 
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fights  with  his  hands.  Do  you  not  think  he 
is  like  his  mother  ?  " 

u  I  cannot  say,  upon  my  honour,"  replied 
the  major,  looking  down  at  the  soft  mass  of 
muslin  and  lace  that  Mavis  held,  and  trying 
to  trace  some  resemblance  in  the  tiny  face. 
u  I  think  lie  is  like  most  other  babies,  but  I 
dare  say  he  will  be  very  handsome  in 
time." 

Mavis  was  a  trifle  disappointed — she  had 
expected  more  admiration,  but  she  felt  Lionel's 
gaze  fixed  on  her,  and  for  the  first  time  their 
eyes  met ;  a  throb  of  pain  went  through  her 
heart :  she  knew  now  that  absence  had  onlv 
strengthened  his  affection. 

She  rose  and  herself  carried  the  baby  up- 
stairs, under  the  plea  of  taking  her  mother- 
in-law  to  see  the  nursery. 

u  It  is  such  a  nice  airy  room,  with  a  view 
over  the  park,  towards  the  open  country," 
she  said,  chatting  gaily,  with  assumed  light- 
ness of  heart,  as  they  went  up  together.  "  I 
like  a  cheerful  room  for  children ;  I  fancy  it 
must  cause  them  to  thrive  better." 

It   was,    as   Mavis   had  said,  a   pleasant, 
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cheerful  room,  with  two  large  windows 
facing  the  west,  through  which  the  beams  of 
the  setting  sun  were  shining.  Little  Maud 
Austin  was  seated  at  the  table,  playing  with 
a  set  of  miniature  tea-things. 

"  Whose  child  is  that?"  asked  the  dowager. 
"A  relative  of  yours,  I  perceive,  by-  the 
likeness." 

"  Yes,  my  little  half-sister,"  replied  Mavis, 
as  she  delivered  her  baby  into  the  charge 
of  the  nursemaid,  who  came  to  take 
him. 

"I  did  not  know  that  you  had  any  near 
relatives,  except  those  at  Pen  Vychan.  Your 
parents  are  dead,  are  they  not?':  asked  Lady 
Durant. 

"Yes,  both  of  them,"  replied  Mavis 
hurriedly,  and  the  dowager's  quick  eyes 
perceived  that  the  subject  annoyed  her,  but 
she  continued, — 

"  Your  father  died  when  you  were  very 
young,  did  he  not?  I  remember  hearing' 
that  you  were  an  orphan  when  you  sang  in 
London." 

"  Yes,"  stammered  Mavis,  feeling  herself 
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growing  reel  and  hot.  But  Maud  looked  up 
from  her  game:  she  had  been  listening  to  the 
conversation. 

u  Father  died  before  1  came  here,"  she 
said,  for  she  could  speak  well  for  her  age. 
"  He  fell  from  the  rocks,  and  then  Ivor 
brought  me  to  sister  Mavis." 

"  Ivor  !  who  is  he?"  asked  Lady  Durant, 
for  the  name  seemed  to  have  a  familiar 
sound  to  her  ears. 

Mavis  hastened  to  explain — he  was  a 
young  Pen  Vychan  man,  who  was  studying 
painting,  a  protege  of  her  husband's;  and 
then  dexterously  she  managed  to  turn  the 
conversation,  hoping  that  Maud's  unfortunate 
remark  might  pass  unheeded. 

u  Gerald,  what  is  the  reason  of  your  choice 
of  the  name  of  Mervyn  for  the  child  ? ' 
asked  Major  Durant,  addressing  his  brother, 
when  later  on  in  the  evening,  after  dinner 
was  over,  they  had  assembled  together  in 
the  drawing-room.  "It  is  not  a  family 
name.  Is  it  a  particular  fancy  of  your  wife 
to  have  it  ?  " 

u  It  is  a  family  name,   and  to  my  mind  it 
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means  a  o-reat  deal.  The  first  of  our  race 
who  lived  at  St.  Hilda's  was  named  Mervyn, 
it  is  after  him  that  I  intend  to  call  my  son  ; 
for  the  wrong  doing  that  was  wrought  by  his 
ancestors  is  soon  to  be  repaired.  I  shall  not 
put  it  off  any  longer :  another  Mervy 
Durant  shall  not  bring  a  curse  on  his 
descendants.  To-morrow,  after  we  return 
from  the  cathedral,  I  intend  to  sign  the 
deeds  that  convey  the  property  away.  I 
have  spoken  to  the  bishop  about  it,  and  he 
entirely  approves ;  and  no  doubt  incalculable 
blessings  will  arise  as  soon  as  I  have  done 
that  which  ought  to  have  been  done  long 
ago.  Be  silent,  Lionel,  and  let  me  speak," 
he  added,  seeing  his  brother  was  about  to 
make  an  indignant  remonstrance.  "  I  have 
now  fully  made  up  my  mind ;  nothing  can 
turn  it;  nothing  you  can  say  can  alter  my 
fixed  resolve." 

"What  does  your  wife  say?"  was  the 
nexfquestion  ;  but  it  needed  no  answer, — one 
glance  towards  Mavis  was  sufficient.  She 
sat  motionless,  her  white  lips  shut  tightly,  as 
she  struggled  with   her   rising   resentment, 
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and  two  bright  crimson .  spots  burned  on  her 
cheeks. 

"  What  was  the  use  of  saying  any  more  ?  ' 
she  thought,  when  the  recollection  of  the 
many  times  she  had  tried  to  combat  her 
husband's  resolution  forced  itself  into  her 
mind  ;  but  it  had  been  of  no  avail — fond  and 
affectionate  as  he  was,  giving  way  to  her  in 
every  other  wish,  in  this  he  remained  stead- 
fast, and,  gently  but  firmly,  had  tried  to 
remove  her  ojDposition. 

Even  Major  Durant  now  saw  that  it  was 
a  settled  purpose,  against  which  it  was  use- 
less to  argue ;  so  he  wisely  forbore,  only 
darting  a  look  of  withering  scorn  at  his 
brother,  who,  however,  failed  to  perceive  it, 
for  he  had  turned  away,  and  was  engaged  in 
conversation  with  his  stepmother,  who  did 
nou  share  her  son's  interest  in  the  scheme  of 
restitution.  It  did  not  matter  to  her  what 
Gerald  chose  to  do  with  his  property  now 
that  there  was  so  little  chance  of  her  own 
son's  succession. 

The  following  morning  was  bright  and 
line.     There  were  many  people  at  morning 
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service  at  the  cathedral ;  after  which  the 
young  heir  to  the  name  of  the  Durants  was 
brought  to  be  christened,  and  amongst  all 
assembled  there  were  few  who  could  have 
guessed  at  the  mingled  feelings  of  those  who 
stood  round  the  font. 

The  dowager  Lady  Durant  held  the 
child  ;  it  was  Gerald's  wish,  and  it  was  not 
her  tactics  to  refuse  ;  she  was  too  much  in 
the  habit  of  concealing  her  real  feelings  to 
reveal  the  jealousy  and  hatred  she  felt  for 
the  innocent,  unconscious  burden  she  held  in 
her  arms.  It  was  not  for  herself  that  these 
feelings  raged  in  her  bosom,  but  for  her  son, 
who  stood  beside  Mavis,  looking  down  with 
a  watchful  tenderness  that  suited  his  fine 
features.  He  was  watching  the  droop  of  her 
head,  and  the  saddened  but  eager,  half- 
worshipping  look  with  which  she  regarded 
her  baby,  lie  knew  her  thoughts  and  pitied 
her,  for  he  could  realize  enough  of  her 
nature  to  know  how  hard  would  be  the 
coming  struggle  when  she  would  be  called 
upon  to  sacrifice  so  large  a  portion  of  the 
wealth  for  which  she  had  given  up  all  her 
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freedom.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  unmis- 
takable though  silent  opposition  from  his 
wife  Lord  Durant's  feelings  would  have 
been  wholly  ecstatic  ;  the  weight  presently  to 
be  lifted  from  his  heart  produced  a  joyous- 
ness  of  approaching  deliverance  from  the 
dark  shadow  of  the  curse  that  hung  over  the 
family. 

And  when  he  heard  the  name  "  Mervyn ' 
pronounced  by  the  clergyman,  he  lifted  his 
head  and  glanced  towards  the  defaced 
monument  of  the  other  Mervyn  Durant,  and 
his  heart  overflowed  with  happiness  when  he 
felt  the  certainty  that  the  power  of  the  curse 
that  had  been  pronounced  against  him  was 
withdrawn,  and  it  was  as  if  with  a  renewal 
of  vitality  that  he  led  Mavis  from  the 
cathedral. 

There  was  a  large  party  for  luncheon  at 
the  Abbey ;  most  of  the  principal  cathedral 
dignitaries,  their  wives  and  daughters,  and 
several  members  of  the  higher  class  of  the 
society  of  St.  Hilda's,  were  there,  and  after 
the  meal  was  over,  and  the  health  of  the 
baby  had  been  duly  proposed,   the  visitors 
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separated  to  stroll  about  the  grounds  before 
they  should  depart,  to  assemble  again  in  the 
evening  for  the  ball  that  was  to  be  held. 

Isabel  Ingram  walked  slowly  along  the 
shady  paths  by  the  side  of  Mrs.  Melcombe, 
her  particular  friend  and  confidante. 

11  How  well  Lady  Durant  looks!'  began 
the  younger  lady,  who,  although  fully  con- 
scious of  her  own  good  looks,  could  yet 
admire  without  jealousy  a  style  of  beauty  so 
opposite,  and  by  most  people  considered 
superior,  to  her  own.  u  I  believe  I  am 
almost  coming  round  to  Sybil's  opinion  of 
unbounded  admiration  of  her.  I  can  scarcely 
realize  what  they  say  of  her  humble  origin ; 
she  has  the  manners  and  appearance  of  a 
lady,  which  I  have  heard  can  only  be  gained 
by  mixing  in  the  highest  circles." 

"  Oh,  but  there  can  be  no  mistake," 
replied  Mrs.  Melcombe,  "  I  have  heard  from 
such  good  authority.  Friends  of  mine  have 
actually  seen  her  on  the  stage,  singing  in 
public.  However,  I  should  not  mind  that  so 
much  if  I  did  not  feel  so  certain  that  there 
is  some  disgraceful  mystery  connected  with 
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her ;  and  what  is  more,  your  sister  Sybil  is 
cognizant  of  it.  I  have  tried  my  best  with 
her,  but  cannot  get  her  to  reveal  the  secret. 
She  lias  refused  to  confide  in  me,  although, 
of  course,  she  knows  it  would  be  safe  with 
me  ;  I  never  repeat  news  that  I  hear." 

"  I  cannot  believe  Sybil  knows  anything 
in  Lady  Durant's  disfavour,"  indignantly 
answered  Isabel:  "she  would  never  con- 
tinue such  intimacy,  of  which,  by-the-bye, 
I  strongly  disapprove.  Lady  Durant's  true 
position  is  not  sufficiently  defined  to  render 
her  a  suitable  companion  for  a  young  girl 
like  Sybil." 

"  I  can  only  tell  you  what  I  Ve  heard  and 
seen,"  said  the  dean's  wife,  dropping  her 
voice  into  a  confidential  whisper,  and  then 
she  began  to  speak  of  Mavis's  agitation  on 
the  day  when  she  had  accidentally  mentioned 
the  affray  with  the  smugglers,  enlarging  and 
commenting  upon  the  subject  with  all  the 
strength  of  a  vivid  imagination.  "  Yon 
may  rely  upon  it  there  is  some  disreputable 
connexion,"  she  went  on  to  say.  "  I  cannot 
say  how  or  what  it  is,   but    I  never  could 
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fully  trust  a  little  woman  who  gives  herself 
such  airs  of  superiority  as  Lady  Durant 
does." 

They  were  passing  close  by  the  cedar-tree, 
under  the  shade  of  which  sat  the  dowager 
Lady  Durant ;  an  open  book,  which  she  held 
in  her  hand,  had  dropped  on  to  her  lap,  and, 
bending  forward,  she  was  eagerly  listening 
to  the  conversation  that  was  taking  place  so 
near  her. 

As  soon  as  they  had  passed  by  she 
quickly  glided  from  her  hiding-place,  and, 
following  Mrs.  Melcombe,  entered  into  a 
discussion  in  which  they  had  been  engaged 
during  luncheon,  for  it  had  so  happened  that 
their  seats  had  been  near  each  other.  By  an 
adroitness  of  which  she  was  an  adept  Lady 
Durant  managed  to  turn  the  conversation  to 
the  subject  of  her  stepson's  wife  (Isabel  had 
gone  away  to  join  in  a  game  of  croquet), 
and  before  long  she  had  poured  into  Mrs. 
Melcombe's  willing  ears  the  suspicions  that 
had  been  working  in  her  mind  ever  since  she 
had  heard  Maud's  remark  the  day  before. 
They   forgot   how  recently  they  had  been 
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strangers  to  each  other  in  the  excitement  of 
the  subject,  increased  by  the  dowager's 
jealous  hatred  of  Mavis  and  her  companion's 
insatiable  interest  in  the  affairs  of  her 
neighbours. 

"  For  my  part,  I  cannot  understand  why 
she  is  not  open  and  honest,"  said  one  lady  to 
the  other.  "It  seems  shameful  that  she 
should  be  found  out  in  an  untruth  concerning 
the  date  of  her  father's  death.  I  really 
should  not  wonder  if,  after  all,  the  smuggler 
Asliton  is  her  father;  if  that  is  the  case, 
certainly  she  should  not  be  visited." 

The  fiat  had  gone  forth,  and  Mavis  was 
excommunicated.  The  reins  of  public 
opinion  were  held  in  Mrs.  Melcombe's 
hands.  No  Catholic  priest  or  pope  ever 
possessed  more  power  to  sway  the  opinions 
of  his  followers  than  she  had  over  the 
minds  of  the  small  circle  that  formed  the 
basis  of  the  society  of  St.  Hilda's.  At  the 
next  sewing-meeting  the  doom  would  be 
pronounced,  and  for  ever  after  the  ladies  of 
the  cathedral  precincts  would  look  askance 
at   her   who   had   dared   to   dwell   amongst 
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them  possessing  a  secret  unrevealed  to  the 
prying  eyes  and  ears  of  Mrs.  Mclcombe. 

During  this  conversation,  the  subject  of  it, 
whether  happily  or  unhappily  for  herself  we 
will  leave  it  to  the  reader  to  judge,  was  wander- 
ing beneath  the  spreading  trees  in  the  park, 
totally  unconscious  of  the  suspicions  that 
were  being  raised  against  her.  Careless  of  all 
save  the  present,  knowing  that  she  was  doing 
wrong,  and  getting  herself  more  and  more 
entangled  in  a  mesh  of  her  own  weaving,  she 
went  on  in  an  almost  perfect  whirl  of  un- 
thinking happiness  by  Lionel's  side,  listening 
to  each  word  he  said  with  a  painful  intensity. 
She  knew  what  she  was  doing;  perhaps  there 
were  excuses,  for  she  was  young  and  im- 
pulsive, but,  with  her  eyes  open  to  what  was 
happening,  she  was  rushing  madly  into 
danger. 

"  Is  it  selfishness,  is  it  a  wrong  feeling,  that 
prompts  me  so  bitterly  to  resent  Gerald's 
wishes  ?  "  she  asked,  looking  up  into  Lionel's 
face  with  an  eager  gaze,  searching  for  an 
answer.  "  You  know  I  married  him,  tempted 
to    it    by  his   wealth.     This  afternoon  the 
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lawyer  is  coming  with  the  deeds,  and  Gerald 
will  sign  the  property  away,  and  then  I  sup- 
pose we  shall  fall  from  our  high  station  ;  for 
even  I  know  enough  to  be  certain  that  rank 
is  not  worth  having  without  wealth  to  keep 
it  up.     It  will  leave  us  poor,  will  it  not  ? ' 

Major  Durant  hesitated  a  moment  or  two 
before  he  replied  to  this  last  question. 

"  It  is  a  large  sum  of  money  to  part  with  all 
at  once,"  he  said,  presently,  shifting  his  gaze 
uneasily,  as  if  unwilling  to  meet  Mavis's  eye. 
' '  It  must  partially  impoverish  Gerald ;  per- 
haps you  will  not  notice  much  difference,  at 
least  I  mean  there  will  not  be  any  diminu- 
tion in  home  comforts  ;  but  if  it  is  so  you 
may  depend  on  it  your  husband  will  be 
living  up  to  every  farthing  of  his  income." 

A  low  cry  broke  from  Mavis's  lips. 

"  My  baby  boy  !  Oh,  what  will  become  of 
him !  will  lie  be  impoverished,  will  he  have 
to  suffer  for  this  foolish  superstition  of 
Gerald's  ?  I  do  not  mind  for  myself,  at  least 
not  so  much  as  I  do  for  him,"  she  exclaimed, 
looking  up  with  streaming  eyes.  "  Oh, 
Lionel !  cannot  you  help  me?   It  seems  as  if  I 
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have  not  sufficient  influence  with  my  hus- 
band to  make  him  turn  from  the  wicked  pro- 
ject.    Could  not  you  try  what  you  can  do  ?': 

"  If  I  thought  it  was  any  use,  Mavis,  I'd 
do  anything  in  my  power  to  serve  you ;  but 
in  this  Grerald  appears  determined  to  have 
his  own  way.  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  for 
you,  but  I  don't  see  what  can  be  done." 

Mavis  was  crying  silently ;  she  knew  how 
useless  opposition  would  be,  and  yet  her  heart 
rebelled  with  angry  feelings  that  had  never 
before  entered  it,  and  Lionel  could  read  her 
thoughts  as  clearly  as  if  the}'  had  been 
written  in  a  book;  he  knew  of  the  grief, 
anger,  and  passionate  recklessness  that  held 
possession  of  her  now  that  the  object  of  her 
marriage,  the  only  link  that  bound  her  to 
her  husband,  was  being  snapped  asunder, 
and  from  henceforth  the  enormous  wealth  of 
which  she  had  been  so  proud  would  have 
dwindled  down  to  a  very  insignificant  pro- 
portion,— how  much  or  how  little  she  had 
no  means  of  judging,  except  from  Lionel's 
gloomy  expression  when  lie  thought  of  it. 

He  allowed  her  to  walk  on  by  his  side  in 
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silence.  He  did  not  make  an  effort  to  stay 
the  torrent  of  rebellious  thoughts  that  was 
surging  through  her  brain.  He  made  no 
observation  when  he  perceived  how  her  heart 
was  becoming  steeled  to  something  like  posi- 
tive hatred  of  Gerald,  who  was,  as  she 
thought,  impoverishing  his  wife  and  child. 

It  was  not  until  the  long-repressed  pas- 
sionate sobs  broke  forth  that  he  turned  to 
her,  every  muscle  in  his  face  quivering  with 
the  emotion  of  the  fierce  love  that  over- 
whelmed him. 

"  I  wish  I  could  save  you  from  this,  Mavis, 
— it  is  unspeakable  pain  to  me  to  watch  your 
distress,"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  voice,  that 
sounded  husky  from  his  conflicting  feelings. 
u  How  can  Gerald  be  so  heartless  and  cruel! 
I  Ve  a  good  mind  to — "  here  he  raised  his 
hand  menacingly,  with  a  gesture  that  caused 
Mavis  to  shrink  back  alarmed  at  his  vehe- 
mence. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  frighten  you,"  he  con- 
tinued, in  accents  of  protecting  pity.  "  But, 
by  Heaven !  this  is  more  than  I  can  bear,  to 
see  you  suffer  like  this." 
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"It  would  not  be  so  bad;  I  could  put  up 
with  the  loss  of  money ;  even,  perhaps,  I 
might  in  time  become  reconciled  to  the  fact 
that  my  baby  had  been  robbed  of  what  ought 
to  have  been  his,"  she  resumed,  in  a  voice  full 
of  wretchedness.  "  But  when  the  dreadful 
suspicions  come  into  my  mind  that  Gerald  is 
carried  away  by  this  wild  impulse,  and  that 
he  cannot  help  it,  you  do  not  know  what  I 
suffer.  You  remember  how  frightened  I  was 
at  one  time,  and  now  this  has  brought  the 
fears  back  again ;  do  you  think  he  can  help 
it  ?  Don't  you  think  his  mind  is  becoming 
weakened  again  ?  Oh,  pity  me,  Lionel !  You 
cannot  even  imagine  what  it  is  to  live  like  I 
do,  knowing  that  my  husband  is  mad!  Yes, 
I  can  sec  it  in  your  face  that  you  think  as  I 
do,"  she  went  on  to  say.  "  How  terribly 
hard  life  is  to  bear  !  " 

Her  voice  sank  away  into  a  wail  of  misery 
as  she  turned  away  her  head,  weeping  in  the 
agon)'  of  perceiving  what  she  imagined  was 
the  confirmation  of  her  deepest  terror,  the 
one  that  she  had  tried  to  lock  up  in  her  own 
heart  for  so  Ion  a1. 
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The  major  approached  nearer,  and  laid 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder.  He  could  feel  how 
her  whole  being-  thrilled  beneath  his  touch, 

"  Mavis,  I  do  pity  you  more  than  I  can 
find  words  to  express,"  he  said.  "I  pity 
you  more  than  I  like  to  acknowledge,  feeling 
the  certainty  that  I  do  of  the  truth  of  your 
fears,  but  perhaps  after  all  Gerald  has  more 
need  of  that  sympathy.  This  superstition 
of  his  is  merely  the  unaccountable  vagary 
of  a  madman,  and  vet  to  him  it  seems 
reasonable." 

"And  cannot  you  use  your  power  to  pre- 
vent him  acting  so  rashly  ? '  asked  Mavis, 
eagerly,  looking  up  now  with  a  smile  of 
hope  that  caused  his  heart  to  quicken  its 
beat,  and  served  in  some  measure  to  dispel 
the  voice  of  conscience  that  protested  against 
the  deception  he  was  practising  in  agreeing 
with  her  belief  that  Lord  Durant  was 
insane. 

"N-no,"  he  replied,  slowly,  as  if  he  were 
in  deep  consideration.  "  You  see  there  s 
nothing  to  prove  against  him.  In  all  things 
but  this  he  seems  sane ;  besides,  the  bishop 
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agrees  with  him,  and  he  would  go  a  long 
.way  to  support  the  wish,  for  you  may  be 
sure  he  will  feather  his  nest  pretty  well  out 
of  the  spoils  of  the  property,  so  he  would 
be  foolish  not  to  enter  warmly  into  Gerald's 
views." 

Again  her  countenance  fell  into  the  expres- 
sion of  blank  despair,  as  she  turned  and 
slowly  took  her  way  towards  the  house, 
leaving  the  major  standing  gazing  after  her 
with  a  gloomy  sadness. 

"  Mavis,  angel  of  my  heart,  I  wish  I  could 
deliver  you  from  this  life ! '  he  exclaimed, 
aloud. 

The  words  reached  her  ears.  She  had 
only  gone  a  few  steps.  She  turned  half 
round  and  put  up  her  hand,  as  if  to  keep 
him  from  approaching;  then  a  shudder  con- 
vulsed her,  and  she  sped  quickly  away, 
without  once  glancing  back. 

"  I  wish  I  did  not  love  her  so  distractedly," 
muttered  the  major  to  himself,  as  he  turned 
on  his  heel,  and  walked  to  the  deeper  shades 
of  the  park,  near  to  the  boundary  walls.  "  I 
thought   I    should   have  been  able  to  have 
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withstood  it  by  this  time.  I  expected  to  see 
her  and  Gerald  as  loving  as  a  pair  of  turtle- 
doves, instead  of  finding  dissension  reigning 
between  them  which  a  very  small  spark 
seems  able  to  ignite.  It 's  a  cruel  shame, 
however,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  and  the  poor 
child  puts  implicit  faith  in  my  declaration 
that  he  is  mad  still.  How  hard  she  struggles 
against  her  affection  for  me  !  and  yet  she  can- 
not helj)  showing  it  in  every  look — even  in 
her  shyness  in  meeting  my  eye.  I  do  not 
believe  she  cares  at  all  for  her  husband,  and 
no  wonder ;  they  have  not  a  single  idea 
in  common  "  ;  and,  as  these  thoughts  passed 
through  his  mind,  with  a  superior  smile  of 
vanity  and  self- approval  Major  Durant 
strolled  along  in  an  easy,  careless  attitude 
towards  the  lawn,  on  which  the  croquet 
players  were  assembled. 

Mavis  was  not  there.  He  looked  round  in 
vain  to  try  and  perceive  her  amongst  the 
group  of  ladies  who  were  talking  together 
at  some  little  distance,  but  she  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen ;  so  in  a  kind  of  moody  resigna- 
tion  he   set  himself   apparently  to  observe 
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the  progress  of  the  game,  but  his  thoughts 
were  wandering.  He  did  not  even  notice 
who  was  playing.  So  preoccupied  had  he 
become  that  at  last  the  rustle  of  a  silk  dress 
close  by  caused  him  to  start  with  visible 
surprise  as  Isabel  Ingram  advanced  towards 
him. 

"  Why,  Major  Durant,  you  were  in  quite 
a  brown  study.  What  were  you  thinking 
about?"  exclaimed  the  young  lady,  with  a 
low,  gentle  laugh.  "  We  are  anxious  for 
you  to  join  in  the  next  game.  I  hear  that 
you  are  an  excellent  croquet-player." 

"  Oh,  I  am  completely  out  of  practice," 
was  the  reply.  "I  have  not  played  at  all 
this  season." 

"That  is  no  reason  why  you  should  not 
make  a  commencement.  Come,  they  are 
ready  to  begin." 

She  did  not  wait  for  his  reply,  but  led  the 
way  towards  the  other  players,  who  had 
already  commenced  the  game,  the  major 
following  her  with  a  show  of  reluctance 
more  assumed  than  real. 

"What  a  line-looking  woman  she  is,  to  be 
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sure !  "  lie  thought,  as  Isabel  stood  with  her 
mallet  in  her  hand,  waiting  his  signal  to 
begin.  Her  head  was  slightly  thrown  back, 
and  her  dark  eyes  were  looking  into  his  face. 
Her  tall,  slim  figure  was  shown  off  to  the 
best  advantage  by  the  tight -fitting  dress  she 
wore. 

There  was  an  easy,  unconcerned  manner, 
as  she  watched  the  ball  after  the  mallet  had 
struck  it;  only  for  a  brief  instant  in  her 
eyes  was  shown  the  slightest  anxiety  lest 
she  should  have  missed  her  aim.  Instantly 
she  regained  her  usual  haughty  demeanour, 
and  turned  to  address  the  major  with, 
perhaps,  some  slight  air  of  condescension  in 
her  looks  and  tone.  But  it  was  not  sufficient 
to  cause  even  the  proud  major  to  take  offence. 
It  was  more  of  the  manner  that  would  be 
expected  from  such  a  Juno-like  beauty  as 
Isabel  Ingram,  who  doubtless  was  accustomed 
to  receive  admiration  from  every  one. 

They  were  partners  in  the  game,  the  other 
players  being  Lord  Durant  and  the  eldest  of 
Mrs.  Birley's  large  family  of  daughters. 

Present!}'  Mavis   issued   from   the   house, 
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followed  by  the  nursemaid  carrying"  the 
young  heir,  for  in  an  excess  of  maternal 
admiration  his  mother  wished  to  exhibit  him 
to  the  visitors. 

She  had  to  pass  close  by  where  the  game 
was  being  played,  and  Isabel  stepped  for- 
ward and  raised  the  lace  veil  that  covered 
the  baby's  face. 

"  I  think  they  are  always  so  pretty  at  this 
age,  do  not  you,  Major  Durant?"  she 
asked. 

Lionel  advanced  nearer  on  being  thus 
addressed.  Mavis  had  taken  the  child  her- 
self, and  was  smiling  happily  at  Miss  In- 
gram's words.  All  traces  of  emotion  had 
gone  from  her  face ;  she  was  gazing  down  at 
her  son  with  a  look  as  if  all  her  love  was 
centred  in  this  little  creature,  but  on  the 
approach  of  her  brother-in-law  the  colour 
rushed  to  her  face,  and  she  clasped  her  child 
closer  to  her  heart  to  try  and  still  its 
beating. 

He  saw  her  embarrassment,  noticed  the 
quick,  appealing  look  she  gave  him,  as  if  she 
longed  for  him  to  leave  her,  and  then  with  a 
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smile  he  bent  over  her,  and  took  the  child, 
walking  about  with  it,  to  the  amusement  of 
the  bystanders,  who  laughed  to  see  the  tall, 
soldierly-looking  man  bearing  in  his  arms 
the  white-robed  infant.  It  had  the  effect  he 
wished,  for  a  smile  of  merriment  appeared 
for  a  moment  on  Mavis's  face,  in  sj)ite  of  her 
caution  to  him  to  take  care  not  to  hurt  the 
little  boy. 

Just  at  that  moment  a  servant  appeared, 
who,  going  up  to  Lord  Durant,  informed 
him  that  Mr.  Holt  had  arrived,  and  was 
waiting  to  see  him. 

"It  is  my  solicitor,  he  has  brought  the 
papers  to  be  signed;  come  in,  all  of  you," 
said  Lord  Durant,  in  a  calm  tone,  but  there 
was  a  look  in  his  eyes  of  joy  at  the  fulfil- 
ment of  his  hopes. 

He  beckoned  to  his  wife;  she  advanced 
timidly  and  falteringly — all  her  momentarily 
assumed  gaiety  had  vanished ;  even  her  lips 
had  turned  to  an  ashy  whiteness.  She 
grasped  her  husband's   arm,   and  held  him 

back. 

"It   is   not   too  late!     Gerald,    will    you 
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consider  what  you  are  about  to  do  before 
you  act  so  rashly?"  she  cried,  looking  at  him 
with  pleading  eyes,  in  which  all  the  tears 
seemed  dried  up.  Gently  but  firmly  he 
put  aside  the  small  white  hands  that  were 
clasped  round  his  arm. 

"  Mavis  dearest,  do  not  tempt  me!"  he 
said,  in  low,  hurried  accents,  averting  his 
face.  "  I  am  acting  for  the  best,  I  am  con- 
vinced of  that;  otherwise  nothing  would 
induce  me  to  go  through  the  agony  of 
watching  your  reproachful  looks." 

She  relaxed  her  hold  with  a  sobbing  cry, 
partly  of  indignation,  but  she  was  too  proud 
to  show  what  she  felt  before  so  mam'  people; 
she  allowed  her  husband  to  go  on  first. 
Lionel  came  up :  he  had  relinquished  the 
baby  to  its  attendant. 

"  Mavis,  you  must  bear  up,"  he  whispered, 
and  his  voice  went  to  her  heart  in  its  marked 
contrast  to  her  husband's  seeming  harshness. 
"  I  have  done  my  best,  and  you  must  believe 
me  when  I  solemnly  declare  that  this  blow 
has  been  scarcely  more  bitter  to  you  than  it 
is  to  me." 
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"  Must  I  go  in  and  be  present  at  this 
foolish  sacrifice  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Gerald  wishes  it,"  was  the  reply,  "  but 
if  I  were  you  I  would  show  my  disapproval 
by  remaining  where  I  am." 

"  It  would  not  make  it  any  better  to  bear," 
Mavis  answered,  with  a  wild  hysterical  effort 
to  laugh.  "  Poor  Gerald !  I  feel  almost  sure 
some  one  has  been  influencing  him  in  this ! ' 

Lord  Durant's  voice  was  heard  calling  im- 
patiently to  them.  He  had  already  reached 
the  hall. 

"  Tell  the  nurse  to  bring  the  child  too," 
he  said,  as  they  came  up.  "  Mervyn  Durant 
must  be  present  at  the  removal  of  the  curse 
that  hangs  over  the  family." 

"Oh,  he  must  be  mad!"  whispered 
Mavis,  and  a  look  of  terrible  fear  came  on 
her  face. 

There  was  no  time  to  say  any  more ; 
Lord  Durant  held  the  library  door  open,  and 
his  wife  and  brother  came  in.  The  bishop 
was  there,  and  several  other  gentlemen,  as 
well  as  Mr.  Holt,  the  lawyer ;  the  papers 
were  laid  out  on  the  table. 
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Mavis  felt  bewildered;  there  was  a  choking 
sensation  in  her  throat  that  made  it  difficult 
for  her  to  keep  from  hysterical  weeping;  she 
heard  the  confused  murmur  of  voices  round 
her,  and  she  shrank  back,  anxious  to  avoid 
observation. 

It  did  not  occupy  many  minutes.  She 
heard  Gerald's  sigh  of  relief  when,  with  a 
few  strokes  of  a  pen,  he  had  renounced  all 
ownership  of  the  portion  of  his  wealth  that 
had  alwavs  been  such  an  encumbrance  to 
him. 

He  came  up  to  his  wife  with  a  saddened, 
pitying  expression. 

u  Mavis,  I  feel  free  now,"  he  said,  quietly. 
"Cannot  you  share  my  gladness?  Oh,  it 
pains  me  when  I  see  you  so  regretful ! ' 

There  was  almost  a  sound  of  reproach  in 
his  voice  as  he  said  this,  and  for  a  second 
Mavis  felt  humiliated  and  ashamed  of  her 
avarice ;  but  she  caught  sight  of  Lionel's 
stern  frown,  and  the  look  of  angry  indigna- 
tion with  which  he  regarded  his  brother. 

She  knew  he  sympathized  with  her,  and 
pitied  her  in  her  distress  at  her  husband's 


'2  EYES  SO  BLUE. 


determination;  she  stood  motionless  and 
speechless,  as  if  turned  to  stone,  listening  to* 
the  congratulations  and  thanks  for  the  good 
work  her  husband  had  done,  in  giving  up  so 
much  for  the  benefit  of  his  poorer  neighbours. 
Then  they  all  quitted  the  room,  leaying 
the  wife  alone  with  her  husband. 

1 '  You  must  forgive  me  if  I  have  done  you 
an  injury  in  not  responding  to  your  wishes, 
Mavis,"  he  began  ;  "  I  was  driven  to  it  by 
your  opposition,  and  if  I  have  done  wrong- 
remember  it  is  for  our  little  Mervyn's  sake." 

An  angry  retort  rose  to  Mavis's  lips,  but 
she  checked  it,  for  she  remembered  Lionel's 
words  that  had  verified  her  suspicions. 

"  Oh,  why  did  not  somebody  try  and 
prevent  this !  "  she  said  to  herself  in  her 
agonized  dread.  "  How  can  they  expect  me 
to  be  the  first  to  declare  that  mv  husband  is 
mad  ?  " 

"Oh,  my  Mavis,  do  speak!  One  word 
from  you,  and  my  heart  would  be  completely 
at  rest,"  continued  Lord  Durant,  trying  to 
take  her  in  his  arms ;  but  she  broke  from  him 
with  a  cry  of  passion,  and  ran  from  the  room; 
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and  some  time  after,  when  the  visitors  had 
gone,  the  major,  after  looking  for  her  in  all 
the  sitting-rooms,  found  her  in  the  nursery, 
with  her  baby  clasped  in  her  arms,  crying  as 
if  her  heart  would  break. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

A    STOLEN    MEETING. 

She  speaks,  and  yet  she  says  nothing  :  what  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  discourses  ;  I  will  answer  it. 

Shakspeare. 

The  spacious,  brilliantly  illuminated  ball- 
room at  the  Abbey  presented  a  gay  scene 
that  evening,  with  the  throng  of  well-dressed 
visitors  joining  in  the  dances,  led  by  the 
inspiriting  music  of  an  excellent  band. 

Conspicuous  amongst  them,  and  perhaps 
the  most  beautiful  of  all  the  fair  girls  assem- 
bled there,  was  the  lovely  young  Lady 
Durant.  Her  face  had  lost  all  traces  of 
sadness  ;  she  was  only  thinking  of  the  pre- 
sent happiness,  and  for  that  one  evening  had 
tried  to  cast  aside  all  gloomy  thoughts,  and 


A  STOLEN  MEETING.  75 


enter  thoroughly  into  the  enjoyment  that 
was  open  to  her,  for  she  feared  that  this  first 
ball  she  had  given  since  they  had  come  to 
St.  Hilda's  must  also  be  the  last  for  some 
time  to  come ;  for  her  husband  had  caused 
her  to  understand  that  the  sacrifice  he  had 
made  in  giving  up  so  large  a  portion  of  his 
wealth  would  materially  diminish  his  income, 
and  although  they  would  be  able  to  live  in 
every  comfort,  and  even  luxury,  as  befitted 
his  station,  a  strict  forbearance  to  needless 
expenditure  would  be  necessary. 

"  And  I  suppose  that  means  no  more 
seasons  in  London,  and  settling  down  to  a 
dull  country  life>  with  only  a  few  stiff  din- 
ners and  a  very  occasional  dance  to  vary  the 
monotony  of  such  an  existence,"  she  said  to 
herself,  in  angry  silence,  feeling  too  proud 
to  allow  her  mortification  to  be  seen  ;  and  so 
she  had  fled  to  the  opposite  extreme  of  gay 
hilarity,  and  every  now  and  then  her 
voice  could  be  heard  in  merry  conversa- 
tion, or  her  bright,  ringing  laugh  reached 
her  husband's  ear.  It  comforted  him ; 
he    did  not  see,    as    Lionel    did,    how   this 
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gaiety  was  assumed  ;  he  did  not  notice  how 
hollow  her  smile  was,  or  how  brilliant  the 
feverish  glitter  in  her  eves  :  hut  her  broth er- 
in-law  noted  it  all  down,  his  quick  glance 
descried  the  occasional  expression  of  unutter- 
able weariness,  of  vain,  hopeless  longing,  that 
flitted  across  her  face,  so  quickly  to  be  dis- 
pelled, as  she  turned  from  one  visitor  to 
another  with  a  bright  smile  and  a  few  words 
of  welcome. 

"  Mavis,  I  think  you  might  give  me  this 
waltz,"  Lionel  asked,  coming  up  to  her 
towards  the  middle  of  the  evening.  She 
had  persistently  refused  to  dance  with  him 
before.  "I  have  kept  this  one  dance  ex- 
pressly for  you.  Come,  do  not  refuse  me 
just  this  favour." 

What  could  Mavis  do  but  grant  his  re- 
quest when  she  felt  his  eloquently  pleading 
eyes  looking  so  earnestly  into  hers  ? 

"I  am  not  engaged  for  this  one,  Lionel," 
she  said,  putting  her  hand  into  his. 

Major  Durant  passed  his  arm  round  her 
waist ;  and  just  at  that  moment  the  music 
struck  up.     They  joined  the  dancers,  swiftly 
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whirling'  round  together ;  he  was  gazing 
down  into  his  lovely  partner's  eyes,  as  if  he 
would  read  the  verv  secrets  of  her  inmost 
soul,  in  a  dangerous,  intoxicating  delight, 
about  which  he  did  not  even  stop  to  reason. 
She  faltered  and  blushed  under  that  gaze  ; 
she  had  never  felt  so  with  her  husband. 

She  was  strangely  happy,  and  almost  for 
the  time  could  have  wished  to  float  on  for 
ever  in  that  sweet  dream  that  had  taken 
possession  of  all  her  senses. 

At  length  they  paused,  completely  out  of 
breath ;  they  had  read  the  thoughts  that 
reigned  in  each  other's  hearts,  and,  as  they 
stood  side  by  side,  the  utter  hopelessness,  the 
wildness,  of  this  guilty  love  almost  appeared 
to  overpower  Mavis's  thoughts.  They  did 
not  dare  to  look  at  each  other  or  to  resume 
the  waltz,  but  remained  where  they  were, 
apparently  watching  the  other  dancers. 

Mavis  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence. 
All  reticence  and  concealment  were  over 
between  them  now. 

"  Take  me  to  my  husband,  Lionel/5  she 
said. 
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There  was  an  authoritative  ring  in  her 
voice  that  the  major  did  not  dare  to  disobey. 
He  led  her  through  the  crowd  to  where  Lord 
Durant  was,  who  noticed  the  flush  on  her 
cheeks  and  the  bright  look  in  her  eyes,  but 
mistook  their  meaning. 

"And  so  my  little  wife  is  enjoying  her- 
self ?  "  he  said,  cheerily  and  unsuspiciously, 
regarding  her  with  the  fond  admiration  that 
he  felt.  "  I  hope  this  will  not  be  the  last 
time  I  shall  see  you  with  all  our  friends 
round  you." 

Mavis  looked  down  ;  she  was  apparently 
occupied  in  examining  the  flowers  in  her 
bouquet. 

"  Gerald  must  forget,"  she  thought, 
wonderingly,  not  immingled  with  fear.  "  It 
must  have  slipped  from  his  memory  that  we 
can  no  longer  afford  to  give  much  company." 

However,  she  forbore  to  mention  it.  The 
subject  on  which  her  husband  revealed  his  in- 
sanity she  thought  ought  to  be  a  tabooed  one 
between  them  ;  and  her  pride  revolted  against 
the  fact  that  it  was  the  one  only  thing  in 
which  Gerald  had  firmly  opposed  her. 
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She  joined  in  several  other  dances ;  but 
her  step  was  less  sprightly  and  her  look  less 
bright  than  when  she  had  been  held  in  the 
embrace  of  the  only  man  she  truly  loved. 
Between  the  dances  she  remained  near  to 
her  husband,  retreating  close  to  his  side  on 
Lionel's  approach. 

She  had  just  finished  a  quadrille  with  Mr. 
Birley,  the  old  precentor  having  come  for1 
ward  and  claimed  her  hand  for  that  dance, 
when,  watching  his  opportunity,  the  major 
again  came  towards  her. 

"  Shall  I  be  asking  too  much  if  I  beg  you 
to  find  time  for  one  more  dance  ?  "  he  said, 
with  assumed  gaiety,  but  all  the  while  there 
was  real  earnestness  in  his  voice. 

"  No,  I  do  not  wish  to  dance  it !  "  Mavis 
replied,  abruptly,  withdrawing  her  arm  from 
that  of  the  astonished  Mr.  Birley,  and 
retreating  to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

She  took  a  seat  by  the  side  of  Sybil 
Ingram,  who  was  sitting  just  inside  the  open 
doors  that  led  into  the  conservatory,  where 
she  could  see  the  dancers  and  yet  enjoy  the 
cool  air  amongst  the  flowers. 
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"  You  are  not  dancing,  Sybil,"  began  her 
hostess ;  "  you  surely  are  not  tired  already  ?,: 

"  No,  I  am  not  tired,"  replied  the  girl, 
with  a  smile,  ' '  but  I  would  rather  watch  the 
others." 

"Ah,  I  see  you  are  thinking  of  Mr.  Mon- 
tieth.  I  suppose  you  feel  very  desolate  with- 
out him." 

"  I  was  thinking  of  him,"  said  Sybil, 
truthfully,  "  I  was  wondering  how  I  shall 
bear  having  to  part  with  him  so  soon.  It 
makes  me  sad  to  think  of  it,  and  yet  all  the 
while  I  know  his  long-cherished  wish  has 
been  to  go  to  Rome  ;  I  sometimes  envy  that 
pupil  of  his  being  able  to  go  with  him,"  she 
added,  with  a  slight  blush,  but  at  the  same 
time  she  was  smiling  happily. 

"  Have  you  told  your  father  yet  ?  "  asked 
Mavis. 

"  Oh,  no,  I  dare  not,"  was  the  answer. 
* '  You  know  papa  always  left  us  a  great  deal 
to  ourselves,  particularly  me  ;  he  seems  to 
prefer  that  Mrs.  Melcombe  should  look  after 
us,  and  I  do  not  approve  of  that.  I  like  to 
do  just  exactly  opposite  to  what  she  tells  me, 
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and  if  I  took  my  father  into  my  confidence 
about  my  engagement  with  Claude,  lie  would 
go  straight  to  Mrs.  Melcombe,  and  then 
there  would  be  such  a  storm :  and  Isabel 
always  sides  against  me ;  she  has  more  in- 
fluence with  papa,  for  she  is  his  favourite : 
and  then  I  should  be  driven  to  do  something 
desperate.  I  never  could  stand  interference, 
and  I  never  will.  I  should  not  mind  it  so 
much  from  my  father,  if  he  would  only  be 
reasonable ;  but  he  listens  to  what  everybody 
says,  and  will  only  hear  one  side  of  a  case, 
as  if  he  cannot  have  an  opinion  of  his  own 
in  anything  that  concerns  me." 

u  Then  you  are  determined  to  remain  true 
to  your  engagement  with  Mr.  Montieth  ?  I 
should  think  there  is  very  little  chance  that 
your  father  will  ever  give  his  consent  to 
your  marriage,"  said  Mavis,  anxious  to  damp 
the  ardour  of  her  young  friend  in  what  she 
considered  such  a  hopeless  case. 

u  Wait  until  I  am  of  age,  and  then  see  if 
I  cannot  induce  him  to  listen  to  reason  ; 
besides,  by  that  time  Claude  will  be  such  a 
very   celebrated   artist   I    do   not    feel     the 
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slightest  doubt  that  it  will  not  all  come  right 
at  the  end." 

Mavis  shook  her  head  and  smiled ;  she 
perceived  complications  and  difficulties  that 
had  not  presented  themselves  to  the  impul- 
sive girl ;  she  could  not  help  admiring  the 
love  that  could  triumph  over  so  much,  and 
yet  be  able  to  look  forward  hopefully  to  the 
future. 

She  went  away  presently,  leaving  Sybil 
lost  in  a  sweet  dream  of  happiness,  from 
which  she  was  aroused  by  the  voice  of  Mrs. 
Melcombe  (under  whose  chaperonage  she 
and  her  sister  had  come  to  the  ball),  who 
came  to  tell  her  that  it  was  time  to  take 
leave. 

As  soon  as  they  were  seated  in  the  car- 
riage, and  were  on  their  way  home,  Mrs. 
Melcombe  began, — 

u  I  really  wish,  Sybil,  that  you  would  not 
show  off  your  intimacy  with  Lady  Durant  so 
very  openly.  It  is  all  very  well  to  attend 
her  parties,  one  must  do  so  for  Lord 
Durant's  sake  ;  but  private  friendship  for  a 
young  woman  like  that  is  quite  out  of  the 
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question.  You  will  lower  yourself  in  the 
eyes  of  society  if  you  are  so  indiscreet ;  but 
you  always  showed  strong  predilections  for 
low  company." 

11  What  do  you  mean,  Mrs.  Melcombe  ?  you 
really  ought  to  think  what  you  are  saying !" 
was  the  indignant  response.  "As  Lord 
Durant's  wife,  to  say  nothing  more,  even  if 
she  were  not  such  a  thorough  lady,  she  is 
quite  our  equal,  if  not  superior,  and  as  long 
as  papa  does  not  object  to  my  friendship  I 
shall  continue  it ;  she  is  one  of  the  kindest 
friends  I  have,  and  I  'm  not  going  to  throw 
her  over  just  because  she  used  to  earn  her 
living.  It  is  not  considered  derogatory  for 
a  gentleman  to  work,  why  should  it  be  so  for 
a  lady  ?  If  there  is  any  more  said,  I  shall  be 
inclined  to  go  out  as  a  governess  myself." 

"  But  that  is  not  all.  My  dear  child,  you 
are  getting  quite  red  and  angry ;  besides,  you 
are  forgetting  yourself  completely,"  said 
Mrs.  Melcombe,  in  the  tone  of  reproof  that 
almost  drove  Sybil  to  distraction.  "  There 
are  circumstances  connected  with  Lady 
Durant's  former  station  which  render  her  an 
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unsuitable  companion  for  a  young  lady  like 
you  are.  Now  I  do  not  wish  to  hear  any 
more:  even  her  mother-in-law  agrees  with  my 
views  that  we  should  set  our  faces  against 
deception  and  hypocrisy  such  as  she  has 
shown." 

"I  know  more  about  Lady  Durant  than 
you  do,  and  I  shall  be  as  friendly  as  I  like 
with  her  ;  it 's  only  jealousy  in  people  who 
say  anything  against  her,"  answered  Sybil, 
trying  to  keep  back  her  angry,  indignant 
tears,  as  the  carriage  drew  up  at  their  own 
door. 

"  Sybil,  I  do  not  think  you  ought  to  speak 
so  rudely  to  Mrs.  Melcombe,"  said  Isabel,  as 
the  two  young  ladies  went  upstairs  to  bed. 
"  She  means  her  advice  kindly,  and  it  pains 
her  when  you  are  so  unreasonable." 

"I  don't  care;  I  like  to  tell  her  what  I 
think  of  her,  she  is  such  a  malicious  gossip  ! ' 
was  Sybil's  answer,  as  she  shut  her  bed-room 
door  in  her  sister's  face. 

Early  next  morning  her  voice  could  be 
heard  singing  merrily  about  the  house  long 
before  Isabel  had  thought  of  rising.    A  spirit 
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of  defiance  had  taken  possession  of  her, 
causing  her  to  feel  strangely  happy ;  and 
even  the  grave,  studious  bishop  was  com- 
pelled to  look  up  from  his  book  to  listen  and 
smile  at  the  merry  conversation  of  his 
youngest  daughter. 

Presently  she  betook  herself  to  the  amuse- 
ment of  looking  out  of  the  window  of  the 
little  study  in  which  they  had  breakfasted, 
and  criticizing  the  passers-by.  From  it  she 
could  see  the  cathedral,  and  obtain  a  good 
view  of  what  was  going  on  in  that  quiet  part 
of  the  city. 

"  Oh  !  here  is  Mrs.  Melcombe  coming  this 
way,"  she  exclaimed.  "  I  really  believe  she 
intends  to  pay  us  a  visit — to  lecture  me,  I 
suppose  !  I  '11  run  up  and  tell  Isabel  who  is 
coming,  and  then  I  shall  leave  them  to  them- 
selves." 

She  hastened  upstairs,  knocked  at  her 
sister's  door,  communicated  the  visitor's 
name  through  the  keyhole,  then,  going  into 
her  own  room,  snatched  up  her  hat,  sprang 
down  again,  and  slipped  out  of  a  side  door 
just  as  Mrs.  Melcombe    entered  the   house. 
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It  had  not  occupied  more  than  half  a 
minute  before  she  stood,  out  of  breath  with 
her  haste,  in  the  quiet,  almost  deserted  street. 
Once  there,  she  walked  on  slowly  and 
decorously,  laughing  silently  at  the  narrow 
escape  from  the  long  lecture  that  she  knew 
was  impending.  She  had  not  gone  far 
before  a  thought  seemed  to  strike  her,  and, 
turning  back,  she  retraced  her  steps  until  she 
reached  the  cathedral.  Entering  in,  she 
took  her  way  towards  the  side  chapels,  and, 
after  wandering  about  for  some  moments, 
she  espied  the  object  of  her  search. 

Evidently  an  artist  had  been  at  work,  for 
there  was  an  easel,  on  which  hung  a  half- 
finished  picture  of  a  portion  of  the  cathedral. 
Sybil  went  towards  it,  and,  with  a  height- 
ened colour  and  a  smile  of  happiness,  stood 
examining  the  painting.  The  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps  caused  her  to  turn 
round,  and  she  caught  sight  of  Mr.  Birley 
and  one  of  his  daughters  passing  close  to 
where  she  was ;  she  moved  towards  them 
and  shook  hands. 

"  You  are  looking  at  Mr.  Montieth's  paint- 
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ing,  I  perceive?'  said  Miss  Birley.  "We 
often  see  him  here  with  that  very  good-look- 
ing pupil  of  his.  Ah  !  here  he  comes;  do 
you  not  call  him  handsome  ? ' 

At  this  moment  Ivor  came  up,  and  the  old 
clergyman  and  his  daughter  continued  their 
way.  Sybil  still  lingered,  with  feelings  of 
disappointment,  for  the  young  artist  had  re- 
sumed his  painting,  and  she  discovered  that 
it  was  his  picture  instead  of  Claude's ;  but, 
in  spite  of  it,  it  was  with  admiration  that  she 
watched,  from  some  little  distance,  the  rapid 
progress. 

Soon,  however,  he  laid  down  his  palette 
and  strolled  away,  apparently  to  listen  to  the 
music,  for  the  organist  was  playing. 

"  Why,  Sybil,  I  thought  it  was  you  when 
I  saw  you  from  the  distance  ;  this  is  an  un- 
expected pleasure  !  "  exclaimed  a  voice,  and 
Claude  Montieth  came  up.  "  I  have  just 
come  over  to  see  how  my  pupil's  work  is  pro- 
gressing. I  find  he  is  gone,  and  you  in  his 
place  ;  well,  it  is  a  pleasant  exchange,  for  I 
do  not  often  see  you  now." 

"  I   came    here  to   escape  from  Mrs.  Mel- 
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combe  ;  you  cannot  think  how  I  dread  her 
lectures.  I  left  her  at  our  house.  She  has  so 
much  influence  with  papa  that  I  tremble 
whenever  I  see  her.  Suppose,  for  instance, 
she  saw  us  together  now,  what  would  she 
say  ?  " 

Claude  Montietli  smiled  at  her  earnest- 
ness ;  he  had  taken  both  of  her  hands,  and 
was  looking  down  tenderly  into  her  face  ;  to 
his  surprise  he  perceived  tears  in  her  eyes. 

"  Never  mind  about  Mrs.  Melcombe,"  he 
said,  reassuringly,  "  but  sit  down ;  I  am 
taking  a  sketch  from  here,  where  I  can 
watch  my  pupil  at  work.  I  wonder  where 
he  has  gone  ?  "  he  added,  with  some  little 
anxiety. 

"  Oh,  perhaps  he  is  tired  of  work,"  ex- 
claimed Sybil,  who  preferred  to  be  alone 
with  Claude.  "  However,  it  is  all  very  well 
for  you  to  tell  me  not  to  mind  Mrs.  Mel- 
combe ;  you  do  not  know  how  unpleasant  she 
can  make  herself." 

"I  wisli  it  lay  more  in  my  power  to  re- 
lease you  from  her  tyranny !  '  cried  the 
artist,   earnestly,   drawing    Sybil   nearer  to 


A  STOLEN  MEETING.  89 

him,  and  pressing  a  kiss  on  her  forehead. 
"  My  poor  darling  !  I  would  do  anything  to 
save  you  from  misery." 

Sybil  raised  her  eyes,  looked  up,  and  be- 
held Mrs.  Melcombe  passing  down  the  nave, 
on  her  way  towards  the  door  that  opened 
opposite  to  the  deanery ;  her  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  lovers  with  an  expression  of  uncon- 
cealed horror. 

"  Oh,  Claude  !  what  will  she  say  ?JI  Sybil 
cried,  with  a  half -frightened  laugh.  "  I 
thought  she  was  quite  safe  with  Isabel,  and  I 
did  not  want  her  to  see  us  together." 

"  It  cannot  be  heljDed,"  replied  Claude, 
trying  to  soothe  her  agitation.  u  We  must 
make  the  best  of  it.  Shall  we  go  into  the 
cloisters  :  it  will  be  quiet  there  ?  " 

Sybil  readily  consented,  and  together  they 
strolled  up  and  down,  talking  in  low  tones, 
until  Mrs.  Melcombe's  appearance  was  par- 
tially forgotten ;  but  before  long  Sybil  had 
reverted  to  her  old  grievance. 

"  If  I  thought  that  you- would  be  made 
unhappy  through  me,"  said  Claude,  in  a 
voice  full  of  deep  feeling,  "I  would  risk  alj 
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many  you  at  once,  and  take  you  to  Italy 
with  me  out  of  reach  of  all  annoyance." 

"  Oh,  no,  no,  indeed,  Claude,  it  would  not 
do  at  all !  Think  how  vexed  my  father 
would  be  if  one  of  his  daughters  were 
married  without  his  knowledge.  You  see  it 
is  no  use  trying  to  be  romantic  and  all  that," 
she  said,  with  a  philosophical  air,  * '  because 
we  are  only  commonplace  lovers  after  all, 
and  I  shall  have  to  bear  another  of  Mrs.  Mel- 
combe's  sermons,  and  have  my  name  held  up 
as  a  warning  and  a  pattern  to  all  other 
young  ladies,  and  then  it  will  pass  over,  and 
you  will  come  home  again,  and  all  will  turn 
out  right,  as  it  must  do  in  the  end.  Now 
I  've  talked  enough  about  myself ;  I  want  to 
know  about  you.     When  do  you  start  ?  " 

There  was  a  distinct  change  in  her  voice. 
Sybil  rarely  remained  gloomy  or  depressed 
many  minutes. 

"  In  about  a  week  I  suppose  it  must  be," 
was  the  reply  :  "  as  soon  as  my  j)icture  is 
completed  we  shall  pack  up,  and  start  on 
our  way  to  brighter  climes." 

And  are  you  going  to  take  that  young 
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man,  your  pupil,  with  you  for  a  companion  ?': 
she  asked. 

"  Oh,  yes,  Lord  Durant  has  promised  to 
pay  his  expenses.  We  shall  get  on  excellently 
together ;  we  are  very  good  friends  already  ; 
he  will  make  a  pleasant  travelling  companion, 
he  is  so  cheerful  and  good  natured,  as  well 
as  being  quite  a  genius." 

"  But  he  is  not  a  gentleman,  is  he?':  asked 
Sybil,  lowering  her  voice. 

"  Not  by  birth,  certainly,"  answered  Claude. 
"  His  origin  is  far  inferior  to  my  own,  for 
my  father  was  a  clergyman,  though  only  a 
country  curate ;  but  Ivor  has  received  a 
tolerable  education,  and  will  soon  raise  him- 
self. We  artists  judge  of  rank  by  merit ;  if 
it  were  not  so  I  am  afraid  there  would  not 
be  many  who  would  succeed.  But  stay  a 
minute ;  I  must  go  and  see  how  my  pupil  is 
getting  on,  and  if  he  has  returned  to  his 
work.     Will  you  come  with  me  ? ' 

"  I  hardly  know  wh ether  1  can  do  so.  To 
tell  the  truth,  I  am  afraid  of  Mrs.  Melcombe; 
if  she  has  gone  and  told  Isabel  she  will 
make  my   life   wretched."'    said  Sybil,   half 
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beginning  to  cry  with  vexation.  "Good-bye ! 
you  will  try  and  manage  to  see  me  before 
you  start,  will  you  not  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course,  dearest,  even  if  I 
have  to  go  to  your  home ;  but  there  is  always 
the  cathedral  open  to  us." 

There  was  an  affectionate  leave-taking, 
and  in  a  few  moments  Sybil  was  walking 
down  the  street.  She  did  not  wish  to  go 
home  yet,  for  she  feared  an  encounter  with 
Mrs.  Melcombe. 

Much  to  her  relief  and  satisfaction  she 
again  met  Mr.  and  Miss  Birley,  who  invited 
her  to  go  and  take  luncheon  with  them. 
Sybil  readily  consented,  and  after  the  meal 
was  over  a  long  country  walk  was  proposed, 
which  lasted  all  afternoon ;  and  it  was  grow- 
ing quite  dark  by  the  time  Sybil  again 
turned  into  the  Cathedral  Close. 

As  she  reached  her  home,  a  kind  of  pre- 
vision rested  on  her  mind  that  a  storm  was 
brewing,  and  it  was  with  a  faltering  step 
that  she  entered  the  drawing-room,  where 
her  father  and  sister  awaited  the  summons 
for  dinner.     To  her  horror,  Mrs.  Melcombe 
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was  with  them.  She  saw  by  their  faces  that 
she  had  told  all;  that  they  both  knew  she 
had  been  seen  with  Claude  Montieth.  Isabel 
seemed  restless,  and  with  a  smile  of  cruel 
satisfaction  she  watched  her  sister's  con- 
fusion. 

11  Sybil,  where  have  you  been  ? '  she 
asked,  eagerly. 

Sybil's  blood  was  up ;  she  felt  that  minute 
in  one  of  her  most  defiant  moods,  and 
resolved  to  brave  it  all  out  boldly. 

"  I  have  spent  the  afternoon  with  the 
Birleys,"  she  answered,  trying  hard  to  look 
steadily  at  her  sister  ;  but  it  was  useless,  her 
lips  would  quiver,  and  her  eyes  seek  her 
father's  face,  trying  to  find  sympathy  there. 

"  Mrs.  Mel  combe  tells  a  different  tale," 
began  Isabel,  maliciously;  but  her  father 
held  up  his  hand  commanding  silence. 

"  Isabel,  be  quiet,  and  let  me  speak  to 
your  sister,"  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  authority 
that  neither  of  his  children  had  ever  heard 
before. 

"  Now  pray  do  not  tell  a  falsehood, 
Sybil,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Melcombe,  her  harsh 
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voice  completely  overpowering  the  bishop's 
inilcler  tones,  u  because,  if  you  did  not 
perceive  me,  I  saw  you.  I  have  suspected 
you  long  ago,  and  when  I  saw  you  go 
out  this  morning  I  followed,  and,  as  I 
expected,  I  found  you  with  the  artist  Mon- 
tieth.  I  should  like  to  know  how  often  it 
is  your  habit  to  meet  him?" 

"  I  should  like  to  know  if  it  is  vour  habit 
to  play  the  spy  on  other  people?'1  demanded 
Sybil,  turning  and  facing  the  angry  lady. 
"I  do  not  intend  to  enter  into  the  reasons  for 
my  conduct  to  you,"  she  added,  and  with 
as  much  dignity  as  she  could  assume  she 
walked  towards  the  door;  but  she  paused 
before  she  turned  the  handle,  and  looked 
towards  her  father.  "I  will  not  deceive  you, 
papa,"  she  said;  "  I  am  engaged  to  marry 
Mr.  Montieth." 

Then  all  her  forced  composure  gave  way ; 
she  burst  into  a  flood  of  weeping,  and  rushed 
from  the  room,  leaving  her  father  and  sister 
transfixed  with  astonishment. 

"  Well !  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing 
before  ! '    exclaimed  Mrs.  Melcombe,  raising 
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her  hands  and  eyes  in  righteous  indignation, 
and  breaking  out  into  a  torrent  of  reproaches ; 
but  the  bishop  sat  silent,  he  made  no  observa- 
tion to  the  angry  tirade  that  was  going  on 
between  his  eldest  daughter  and  her  friend. 

"  Oh,  these  girls,  these  girls ! '  he  cried, 
as  soon  as  his  voice  could  be  heard.  ' '  What 
shall  I  do  ?  Oh,  how  I  wish  her  mother 
was  alive  !  Isabel,  what  shall  we  do  ?  I  sup- 
pose we  must  send  her  to  school.  Of  course 
she  can't  marry  this  man  !  " 

"  Marry  him !  I  should  think  not ! "  repeated 
Mrs.  Melcombe;  "  but  he  is  going  off  to 
Italy  in  a  week  or  so,  and  I  sup2)ose  before 
he  comes  back  this  affair  will  have  passed  off, 
and  she  will  grow  older  and  wiser." 

"If  you  will  allow  me  to  say  it,  Mrs. 
Melcombe,  I  think  I  shall  have  you  to 
thank  if  this  foolish  girl's  conduct  becomes 
generally  known.  By  your  own  account 
you  have  been  aware  of  the  clandestine 
meetings  for  some  time,  and  have  merely 
spied  upon  her  instead  of  reasoning  with 
the  poor  child.  I  do  not  think  she  really  is 
so  much  to  blame,"  said  the  bishop,  mildly. 
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"  I  will  go  after  her,  and  hear  what  she  has 
to  say." 

He  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  went  up- 
stairs, and  at  last  when  Sybil  came  down, 
and  took  her  seat  at  the  dinner-table,  her 
eyes  were  red  with  weeping,  and  her  voice 
trembled  whenever  she  tried  to  speak;  but 
her  defiant  mood  had  gone,  and  given  place 
to  gentler  feelings. 

Mrs.  Melcombe  had  taken  her  departure, 
going  away  crestfallen,  to  retail  to  her 
friends  with  solemn  shakes  of  the  head  the 
fact  of  how  dreadfully  the  bishop  mis- 
managed his  youngest  daughter. 

But  Sybil's  troubles  were  not  all  over. 
She  had  her  sister's  ill-natured  taunts  to 
bear,  and  the  glances  of  scorn  she  had  to 
endure  from  many  of  her  acquaintances,  par- 
ticularly from  the  members  of  the  working 
party. 

"I  have  not  given  up  hopes  of  marrying 
Claude,"  she  cried  one  day,  when  Isabel's 
words  drove  her  almost  to  desperation. 
"  Papa  never  made  me  promise  it ;  he  would 
not  do  such  a  thing.     He  knows  me  too  well 
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to  try  and  induce  me  to  say  what  I  never 
would,  even  if  I  had  to  die  for  it." 

"  If  you  are  so  obstinate  I  really  think  he 
ought  to  go  to  Mr.  Montieth  and  tell  him 
his  opinion ;  but  I  do  not  think  papa  has 
the  least  pride,  or  else  he  does  not  care  what 
becomes  of  his  children,"  exclaimed  the 
indignant  Isabel.  "It  is  a  disgrace  to  the 
family." 

And  so  she  openly  told  her  father  what 
her  thoughts  on  the  subject  were. 

"  I  know  I  have  behaved  in  a  manner 
that  the  world  would  call  weak  and  foolish," 
he  replied;  "but  I  flatter  myself  that  I 
understand  Sybil's  disposition.  She  is  too 
headstrong  to  bear  much  control.  I  have 
indulged  her  too  much,  and  Mrs.  Melcombe 
lias  done  her  harm  by  injudicious  inter- 
ference. I  cannot  claim  a  promise  which 
I  know  she  would  wish  to  break." 

"And  shall  you  allow  her  to  marry  that 
man  without  a  word,  without  an  effort  to 
save  her  from  such  fearful  degradation  ?  " 

"  Sybil  will  do  whatever  I  think  is  best 
for  her  happiness,"  was  the  reply;   "and  I 
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do  not  wish  any  more  mention  of  this  dread- 
ful affair  before  her.  The  more  that  is  said 
the  more  defiant  will  she  become.  She  is 
amenable  to  reason  now." 

And  thus  it  happened  that  Sybil  made  no 
more  attempt  to  meet  Claude  Montieth 
before  the  latter  started  with  Ivor  on  his 
long  hoped-for  visit  to  Rome. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

ONE    STEP   LOWER. 

One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  nor  brighter  can  bring, 
For  which  joy  hath  no  balm,  and  affliction  no  sting. 

Moore. 

Major  Durant  remained  on  at  the  Abbey 
after  his  mother  had  returned  to  London. 
Without  the  slightest  suspicion  of  the  secret 
love  between  him  and  Mavis,  Lord  Durant 
begged  him  to  prolong  his  visit. 

"  I  will  try  and  make  it  cheerful  for  you," 
he  said.  "  There  is  plenty  of  shooting  to 
be  had  round  St.  Hilda's." 

Lionel  glanced  towards  Mavis  to  see  what 
effect  these  words  would  have  on  her;  but 
she  sat  silent  and  motionless,  only  the  deep- 
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ening  colour  on  her  face  proclaimed  that  she 
had  heard  what  was  said. 

"  I  should  like  to  stay  very  much,"  replied 
the  major,  hesitating  a  little ;  "  but  I  hardly 
know  whether  I  can  manage  to  do  so." 

Mavis  raised  her  eyes  timidly;  they  met 
his  inquiring  gaze,  and  all  at  once  there 
rushed  into  them  such  an  expression  of  eager 
longing  that  decided  him  immediately.  In 
a  moment  her  face  was  averted,  as  if  with 
shame  at  the  thoughts  that  she  had  so  un- 
mistakably conveyed  to  him,  and  she  trem- 
bled violently  in  conscious  guilt. 

And  so  the  invitation  was  accepted,  and 
time  passed  on,  and  still  he  remained  con- 
tentedly taking  part  in  the  quiet  amusements 
of  St.  Hilda's,  and  enjoying  more  than  all 
the  moments  of  happiness  that  he  passed  in 
Mavis's  company.  Thus  almost  imperceptibly 
the  affection  grew  and  strengthened.  Mavis 
even  did  not  care  to  reason  now;  she  had 
gone  too  far.  She  no  more  had  her  moments 
of  repentance,  but  went  on  passively  allow- 
ing the  chains  that  bound  her  to  be  increased, 
and  each  day  she  was  getting  further  and 


ONE  STEP  LOWER.  101 

further  from  her  husband's  love.  All  at 
once  she  awoke  to  the  fact  of  the  power  that 
Lionel  had  acquired  over  her,  and  yet  she 
made  no  effort  to  free  herself  from  this 
thraldom. 

It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  Lord 
Durant  could  go  on  without  perceiving  how 
wide  grew  the  barrier  between  him  and  his 
wife,  and  at  times  he  bitterly  regretted  the 
supposed  cause  of  the  increasing  estrange- 
ment. "  I  do  not  think  that  I  could  have 
brought  myself  to  restore  the  property  had  I 
known  that  it  would  be  the  means  of  robbing 
me  of  my  wife's  affection,"  he  said  to  himself 
one  day,  as  he  reflected  with  the  bitter  grief 
that  so  often  obliterated  all  other  thoughts, 
"  the  love  for  our  little  son  is  now  the  only 
tie  that  binds  us  together."  But  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  good  work  that  was  going  on  in 
the  city,  the  great  improvements  that  were 
being  wrought  to  promote  the  comfort  and 
welfare  of  the  large  working  population, 
came  before  him  like  a  reproach  for  his 
selfish  regrets.  "  Perhaps  I  am  wicked  and 
unreasonable,"    he    continued;     u  but,    oh, 
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what  a  fearfully  heavy  price  I  have  had  to 
pay  for  the  sins  of  my  ancestors !  " 

The  autumn  of  that  year  was  damp  and 
unhealthy.  The  heavy  rains  soaked  into  the 
moist  ground,  and  the  warm,  heated  atmo- 
sphere was  loaded  with  mists  and  fogs  that 
rose  from  the  decaying  vegetation,  and  hung 
about  the  close,  narrow  streets  of  St. 
Hilda's. 

Before  November  had  set  in  fever  had  ap- 
peared, first  in  the  lower  part  of  the  town, 
amongst  the  crowded  houses  and  manufac- 
tories, and  then  spread  to  the  upper  portions, 
raging  more  particularly  in  the  back  streets 
round  the  abbev  and  near  to  the  cathedral, 
most  of  the  modern  streets  and  houses  escap- 
ing the  horrible  scourge. 

A  large  hospital  was  being  erected,  under 
Lord  Durant's  personal  superintendence  ;  for 
he  had  retained  the  right  of  directing  how  the 
money  that  he  had  given  up  should  be  laid 
out ;  and,  although  not  nearly  ready  to  receive 
patients,  some  of  the  wards  had  to  be  hastily 
prepared  for  the  admission  of  the  numerous 
sufferers. 
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But  the  fever  did  not  stay  in  the  houses  <  >t 
the  poor.  Amongst  the  first  to  sicken  was 
the  good  old  bishop.  He  had  been  (in  con- 
junction with  Lord  Durant)  toiling  to  allay 
the  progress  of  the  disease,  but,  enfeebled  by 
the  sedentary,  studious  life  he  had  led,  he 
was  not  equal  to  the  work.  After  three 
days'  illness  he  died,  working  as  long  as 
his  strength  would  allow,  and  even  up 
to  the  last  advising  Lord  Durant,  and 
entreating  him  not  to  desert  his  fellow- 
creatures  in  this  time  of  need. 

Most  of  the  rich  people  had  left  the  city, 
and  amongst  them  Mrs.  Melcombe.  Isabel 
Ingram  was  with  her ;  but  Sybil  refused  to 
leave  her  father,  and  it  was  not  until  he  was 
laid  in  his  last  resting-place  in  the  cathedral 
vaults  that  she  allowed  the  dean  to  come  and 
fetch  her  away,  for  he  and  his  wife  had  been 
appointed  guardians  over  the  poor  girl.  They 
were  invested  with  peculiar  authority,  for  in 
the  dean's  hands  lay  the  power  of  depriving 
Sybil  of  her  fortune  in  case  she  married 
against  his  consent. 

The  bishop's  death  so  shocked  Lord  Durant 
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that  he  became  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  his 
wife  and  child.  Even  surrounded  as  the 
abbey  was  with  its  own  grounds,  he  felt  it 
was  no  longer  safe,  and  the  sudden  death  of 
his  coadjutor  and  fellow-helper  seemed  com- 
pletely to  have  unnerved  him,  and  cast  a 
gloom  over  everything. 

"  I  cannot  go  myself,"  he  said,  "I  am  of 
use  here  ;  but,  Mavis,  you,  little  Mervyn,  and 
Maud  had  better  go  to  Pen  Vychan.  It  will 
make  me  much  happier  to  know  that  you  are 
safe.  Lionel  will  accompany  you,  and  as 
soon  as  I  can  be  S})ared  I  will  endeavour  to 
join  you." 

He  spoke  sadly.  He  knew  the  daily  peril 
of  infection  to  which  he  was  subjected,  and 
it  was  a  hard  struggle  to  part  with  Mavis, 
whom  he  felt  he  might  never  see  again ; 
but,  firm  to  his  self-imposed  duty,  he  resisted 
the  impulse  that  so  strongly  urged  him  to  go 
with  her. 

"  There  is  no  one  else,"  he  said  to  himself, 
endeavouring  to  strengthen  the  resolution 
which,  hard  as  it  was,  he  still  knew  was 
right.     "  They  have  all  fled  except  me,  and 
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why  should  I  leave  all  these  poor  creatures  to 
die,  when  I  know  my  aid  and  influence  tend 
to  lessen  the  spread  of  infection  ? ' 

"  You  know  I  have  told  you  before  that  I 
think  it  is  foolish  for  us  to  stay  here.  It  is 
not  as  if  we  can  do  any  good,  and  we  are  only 
putting  ourselves  into  useless  danger,"  said 
Mavis,  coldly  ;  "  but  I  thought  you  no  longer 
took  any  interest  in  your  own  family  :  your 
whole  life  seems  wrapped  up  in  these  wretched 
poor  people,  for  whom  you  have  robbed  your 
child." 

Her  voice  grew  husky  with  suppressed 
anger.  Lord Durant  turned  back.  He  had  just 
put  on  his  hat,  and  was  going  out  to  the  scene 
of  his  labours.  His  face,  which  had  grown 
strangely  haggard  and  weary-looking  during 
these  last  few  weeks,  turned  to  a  death-like 
pallor,  and  it  was  with  an  effort  that  he  kept 
back  the  strong  impulse  to  declare  that,  if  he 
had  shown  indifference  to  her,  her  coldness 
had  driven  him  to  it ;  but  he  resisted  it, 
and  merely  bent  down  and  kissed  her  fore- 
head. 

"  Perhaps    it    does    seem    unfeeling,    my 
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poor  little  wife,  to  send  you  away  without 
me  ;  but  how  can  I  give  up  the  work  that  I 
have  undertaken  ?  Although  it  sounds  pre- 
sumptive in  me  to  say  it,  you  can  have  very 
little  idea  of  the  good  I  am  able  to  effect. 
The  people  all  listen  to  me  ;  any  suggestion 
I  make  is  eagerly  carried  out ;  they  are 
rapidly  pulling  down  those  unhealthy 
crowded  dwellings,  and  building  new  cot- 
tages in  their  place.  I  have  only  to  say  one 
word,  and  I  can  raise  a  band  of  willing  work- 
men, who  enter  heartily  into  all  my  views. 
It  is  such  a  new  thing  to  them  for  one  in  my 
position  to  take  an  interest  in  their  homes. 
At  first  they  regarded  it  as  interference ;  but 
when  the  bishop  told  them  that  I  was  giving 
up  money,  as  well  as  my  time  and  advice, 
they  eagerly  flocked  round  me." 

"  I  think  they  are  very  mercenary  people," 
answered  Mavis,  still  resenting  the  scheme  of 
improvement  on  which  her  husband  had  set 
his  heart.  "If  you  had  not  given  away 
nearly  all  you  possessed,  not  one  of  them 
would  listen  to  vou.  I  call  them  most  un- 
grateful !  " 
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"  How  can  you  expect  them  to  be  grateful 
or  unsuspicious  when  they  have  been  so  long 
oppressed  ?  I  still  have  difficulty  with  the 
landlords  to  induce  them  to  consent  to  have 
their  property  improved,  although  I  tell  them 
it  will  not  cost  them  anything.  I  have  many 
difficulties  to  contend  with,  and  one  of  the 
hardest  of  them  all  is  watching  my  wife's 
disapproving  looks.  You  do  not  know  how 
much  I  long  for  your  encouragement  and 
sympathy." 

"  Then  you  will  not  have  the  annoyance 
of  my  presence !  '  answered  Mavis,  coldly 
and  haughtily.  "  I  shall  leave  St.  Hilda's 
to-day,  and  then  you  can  continue  your 
work  in  peace." 

She  turned  away,  and  went  back  to  the 
house,  as  she  spoke,  with  only  one  parting 
look  at  her  husband  ;  but  the  expression  of 
sorrowful  reproach  that  she  saw  on  his  face 
haunted  her  mind  for  many  days.  There 
was  a  choking  feeling  in  her  throat,  and 
something  like  half -repentance  of  her  conduct 
went  with  a  stab  of  remorse  through  her 
heart ;     she    was    almost    blinded    with    her 
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tears,   as  she  slowly  ascended  the  stairs  to 
give  orders  about  their  departure. 

She  found  out,  however,  that  all  was 
arranged.  With  the  quick,  business-like 
manner  and  raj3id  foresight  that  he  had 
lately  acquired,  Lord  Durant  had  issued 
his  orders,  and  arranged  with  his  brother 
to  see  they  were  carried  out.  Only  the 
housekeeper  and  one  or  two  servants  were 
to  remain  at  the  Abbey ;  they  would  be 
sufficient  to  supply  the  simple  wants  of  the 
master  of  the  house. 

"  What  ought  I  to  do,  Lionel  ?  I  feel  so 
unhappy  !  exclamed  Mavis,  coming  into 
the  room  where  the  major  sat  reading. 
"  Gerald  seems  vexed  with  me;  and  yet  how 
can  I  agree  with  him  ?  I  dare  not  do  so,  for 
it  would  be  wickedness  in  me  to  encourage 
this  foolish,  dreadful  sacrifice,  although  I 
begin  to  think  he  believes  he  is  acting* 
rightly." 

Major  Durant  laid  down  his  book  and 
approached  his  sister-in-law ;  there  was  a 
pitying  smile  on  his  dark,  handsome  face. 

u  Do  not  you  know  that  there  are  many 
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kinds  of  selfishness  ?  and  the  love  of  power, 
under  the  guise  of  doing  good,  is  one  of  the 
most  dangerous,"  he  said,  in  the  quiet,   in- 
sinuating   tones    he    so    often    assumed   in 
addressing  Mavis.       "It  is  into   this  error 
that    Gerald    has   fallen ;    of    course    he   is 
mistaken,  poor  fellow  ! — how  can  one  expect 
it  to  be  otherwise,  knowing  that  he  is  not 
altogether  accountable  for  his  own  actions  ? 
He  is  led  away  by  a  foolish  fanaticism  quite 
as   foolish,    quite    as    unreasonable,    as   the 
impulse  that  induced  our  ancestors  to  enlist 
under  the  banner  of  the  Crusaders.     He  will 
sacrifice   his   own   health,    and   perhaps  his 
life,   to    this  mad  notion  ;    and  had   it  not 
been   that   I  had  plainly   pointed    out   the 
danger,   yours  and  your  child's  life  would 
doubtless    be   sacrificed  too,    for  he    would 
never  have  thought  of  the  necessity  of  your 
fleeing  from  infection." 

"  But  surely  Gerald  is  doing  good,  even 
if  his  notions  are  mistaken  :  we  must  admit 
that,  in  spite  of  all !  "  said  Mavis. 

"  I  have  my  doubts  about  the  good  that 
is   being    done,"     replied     Lionel,    slightly 
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elevating  his  eyebrows.  "  I  shall  be  very 
much  mistaken  if  he  does  not  turn  the 
working  classes  into  paupers,  unable  and 
unwilling  to  work  for  themselves.  The 
excited  state  of  Gerald's  mind  (to  use  the 
mildest  term)  is  sufficient  to  lead  him  to 
extravagant  lengths." 

Mavis  turned  away  with  a  heavy  sigh ; 
she  could  no  longer  meet  Lionel's  earnest 
<raze,  she  trembled  beneath  it ;  she  felt  a 
wild  ho})e  that  the  approaching  separation 
might  produce  tenderer  thoughts  in  the 
heart  that  was  becoming  so  hardened  against 
her  husband. 

During  this  sudden  rush  of  better  feelings 
and  aspirations  she  even  opened  her  lips  to 
try  and  implore  Lionel  not  to  accompany 
her  to  Pen  Vychan,  to  return  to  London, 
anywhere,  to  rid  her  of  the  temptation  of 
his  presence  ;  but  the  words  remained 
unspoken,  she  had  not  the  resolution  to 
pronounce  them.  She  covered  her  face 
and  wept  without  restraint.  It  was  with 
exultation  that  Major  Durant  noticed  the 
varying  impulses   that  were  struggling  for 
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mastery  in  Mavis's  heart.     His  calm,  search- 
ing gaze  was  fixed  on  her  all  the  time,  and 
he  felt  a  strange  delight  in  the  almost  super- 
human   power  with  which  he  held  her ;  he 
had   often  experienced  a  cruel  pleasure  in 
seeing  how  far  his  influence  could  triumph 
over   her   better   nature.      He   had   at   first 
drawn  her  on  to  love  him  with  all  the  strong 
devotion  of  which  she  was  capable,  and  then 
it  amused  him  to  see  her  vain  struggles  to 
return  to  the  allegiance  that  she  kept  telling* 
herself  she  owed  to  her  husband ;  but  there 
were  the  gentle  insinuations  perpetually  at 
work, — at  first  not  open  comments  on  Lord 
Durant's    conduct,    but    hints  dropped  now 
and   then,   and  occasionally,   as  if  casually, 
Lionel  would  revert  to  the  subject  that  was 
for  ever  rankling  in  Mavis's  mind ;  it  was 
never  allowed  to  rest ;   even  when  Mrs.  Mel- 
combe    or  any  of   her  especial  friends  had 
behaved  coldly,   encouraged  to   it  by  their 
leader's  suspicions,  the   cunning  major  had 
not   missed    the    opportunity    of   declaring 
that    he    felt    no   surprise, — the    ladies    of 
St.  Hilda's  would  soon  show  that  they  did 
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not  care  to  keep  up  the  acquaintance  of 
an  impoverished  family.  And  so  by  degrees 
the  mischief  was  wrought,  and  each  time 
Mavis  ventured  to  say  a  word  in  praise  or 
even  pity  for  her  husband  the  contemptuous 
look  her  brother-in-law  gave  her  made  her 
feel  like  a  hypocrite  and  impostor. 

But  these  feelings  were  soon  dispelled. 
Lionel  Durant  could  not  stand  silently  by 
watching  the  sufferings  of  the  woman  he 
loved  so  ardently. 

"  This  is  very  foolish  of  you,  Mavis,"  he 
said,  after  he  had  allowed  her  to  weep  on  in 
silence  for  some  minutes.  "  You  need  not 
pretend  that  you  feel  the  slightest  affection 
for  your  husband,  because  of  course  I  have 
long  known  the  contrary ;  but  do  you  not 
know  that  one  word  from  you,  and  I  could 
set  you  free  ?  Why  should  you  remain  true 
to  such  a  man  as  Gerald — " 

In  a  moment  Mavis  had  stepped  back,  and 
faced  him,  with  anger  expressed  on  every 
line  on  her  face. 

"  Recollect,  Lionel,"  she  exclaimed,  in  a 
voice  that  caused  even   the  calm  major  to 
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turn  pale,  "  that  it  is  to  a  wife  and  a  mother 
you  are  speaking!  I  shall  start  for  Pen 
Vychan,  as  I  intended :  you  may  return  to 
London." 

"  Stay  a  minute,  Mavis,"  ejaculated  the 
major,  catching  at  her  dress  to  detain  her, 
as  she  was  passing  from  the  room;  "you 
will  not  tell  your  husband  of  this  ?  " 

"  How  can  I  speak  of  it  to  him?"  she 
asked,  in  a  voice  in  which  all  the  deep 
misery  she  felt  was  expressed ;  and  in  another 
moment  she  had  disappeared,  leaving  him 
discomfited  and  crest-fallen,  but  not  van- 
quished. 

Mavis  ran  upstairs  and  threw  herself  down 
on  the  floor  beside  the  cradle  in  which  her 
infant  lay  asleep. 

"  Oh,  baby,  baby!  "  she  exclaimed,  while 
the  tears  were  streaming  down  her  cheeks, 
"  you  little  know  what  you  have  done — 
how  you  have  saved  your  mother ! '  and 
then,  unable  to  bear  the  weight  of  her  tor- 
turing thoughts,  she  raised  the  child  in  her 
arms,  clasping  him  tightly,  and  covering  his 
face  with  passionate,  loving  kisses. 

VOL.  II.  I 
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He  awoke,  and  began  to  cry  softly.  He 
was  never  a  passionate  child,  but  a  quiet, 
gentle  little  creature,  generally  contented  to 
lie  in  his  mother's  arms  and  receive  her 
caresses. 

She  rose,  and  walked  up  and  down  the 
room,  hushing  him  again  to  sleep,  and 
gazing  fondly  into  the  little  fair  face. 

"I  don't  mind;  I  don't  care  for  anybody 
while  I  have  you,  my  baby !  Oh,  I  hope 
you  will  never  know  what  a  vile,  wicked 
creature  I  should  have  become  had  it  not 
been  for  you ! "  she  whispered,  and  new 
resolutions  began  to  form  themselves  in  her 
mind.  She  would  go  down  to  Pen  Vychan, 
and  live  alone  for  her  child ;  surely  time 
must  weaken  the  strength  of  that  guilty 
passion  that  had  so  nearly  conquered  her  ! 

She  shuddered  as  for  the  first  time  she 
began  calmly  to  analyze  her  conduct — how 
she  had  allowed  herself  to  be  drawn  on  and 
on  until  it  had  approached  such  a  terrible 
climax. 

u  Oh,  what  a  wretched,  unworthy, 
unhappy  woman   I   am ! '    she  cried  aloud, 
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as  if  self-reproach  could  atone  for  her  wrong- 
doing; "  and  Gerald  is  good  and  unselfish, 
although  Lionel  says  it  is  madness  !  " 

But  it  was  useless.  She  smiled  to  her- 
self at  the  empty  farce  of  endeavouring,  by 
meaningless  words,  to  infuse  gentler  thoughts 
towards  her  husband  into  her  heart. 

"  It  is  no  good ! '  she  added,  shaking  her 
head  sadly,  "  I  cannot  even  pity  him  now;  it 
has  gone  too  far.  I  must  be  content  with 
this  little  one,  whom  I  can  really  love ! " 

At  last  she  heard  her  husband's  step  down 
below  in  the  hall.  Almost  dreading  to  meet 
him  with  that  awful  secret  in  her  mind,  and 
yet  feeling  a  sense  of  protection  in  his 
presence  in  the  house,  she  gently  laid  the 
baby  in  its  cradle,  and  then  silently  went 
downstairs. 

Lord  Durant  had  gone  to  change  his 
clothes,  a  precaution  he  always  took  after  he 
had  been  amongst  infection.  She  went  into 
the  library.  It  was  deserted.  An  oj:>en 
letter  lay  on  the  table,  written  by  Lionel's 
hand,  and  addressed  to  his  brother. 

Mavis  read  it.       It  merely  stated  that  he 
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had  received  a  telegram  summoning  him  to 
London  on  urgent  business,  and  that  he  had 
started  off  immediately. 

For  a  moment  Mavis  held  this  written 
falsehood  between  her  trembling  fingers, 
half  inclined  to  tear  it  in  pieces  and  declare 
the  whole  truth  to  her  husband ;  but  how 
could  she  proclaim  her  guilt  ?  was  her  second 
thought,  as  she  let  the  paper  drop  as  if  the 
very  touch  burnt  her. 

"  No,  I  can  never  do  that ;  it  would  be 
different  if  I  loved  my  husband,"  she 
said,  sadly,  slowly  quitting  the  room,  to 
place  herself  beyond  the  reach  of  the 
impulse  that  prompted  her  to  do  what  was 
right.  "  There  is  no  necessity  to  own  that  I 
am  in  the  wrong,"  she  argued.  "  I  have 
gained  one  victory  over  myself ;  time  must 
do  the  rest." 

She  was  wandering  disconsolately  about 
the  hall  when  Lord  Durant  came  downstairs. 
One  rapid  glance  showed  him  that  she  had 
been  weeping,  and  instantly  a  hope  sprang 
into  his  heart  that  she  was  grieving  at  the 
prospect  of  parting  from  him,   leaving  him 
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in  the  midst  of  danger  and  uncertainty. 
Instinctively  lie  advanced  towards  her,  and 
tried  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  eager  as  ever  to 
forgive,  and  doubly  anxious  now  to  receive 
one  word  or  look  of  affection  from  her.  But 
she  shrank  from  him. 

"  Gerald,  leave  me  alone !  "  she  cried, 
passionately.  "  Oh,  if  you  only  knew  what 
I  really  am  !  "  and  again  she  was  weeping 
bitter  tears ;  but  they  were  still  those  of 
pity  of  herself,  not  of  repentance. 

"  Do  you  think  I  blame  you  for  being 
eager  to  go  away  from  this  place  ? "  he 
asked,  tenderly,  without  the  slightest  sus- 
picion entering  his  mind  as  to  the  real  cause 
of  her  distress.  "No;  it  is  my  wish  that 
you  should  go.  You  must  know  it  is  only 
the  knowledge  that  it  is  my  duty  that  urges 
me  to  remain.  Willingly  and  gladly  would 
I  go  with  you,  my  darling." 

Mavis  said  no  more.  A  chord  of  right 
feeling  in  her  heart  was  touched,  and  during 
the  few  hours  that  she  had  to  spend  with 
her  husband  she  tried  to  conquer  her  feelings 
and  devote  herself  to  him,  and  thus,  although 
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all  the  time  she  felt  she  was  acting  an  untruth, 
she  had  the  satisfaction  of  perceiving  a 
smile  of  happiness  return  to  his  tired,  anxious 
face.  And  so  they  parted ;  and  when  her 
husband's  kisses  pressed  her  lips,  and  she 
watched  the  reluctance  with  which  he  turned 
away  from  his  child,  a  few  faint  resolves 
entered  Mavis's  mind.  Perhaps  for  the 
future  she  would  endeavour  to  become  a 
better,  truer  wife,  as  soon  as  she  could  bring 
herself  to  cast  away  all  recollection  of  the 
last  few  weeks. 

And  then,  as  soon  as  she  was  in  the  train, 
she  began  to  wonder  why  her  husband  had 
expressed  so  little  surprise  at  his  brother's 
abrupt  departure. 

"  Could  it  be,"  and  her  face  grew  red  and 
hot  with  shame  at  the  thought,  "  that  he  had 
suspected  the  secret  that  existed  between 
them  ?  "  But  Gerald  was  so  unsusjiicious. 
"  And  I  am  sure  he  loves  me  a  great  deal 
more  than  I  deserve,"  she  said  to  herself. 

She  did  not  guess  the  real  fact  that  Lord 
Durant  was  so  harassed  with  his  new  cares, 
and  his  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  those  two 
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who  were  so  dear  to  him,  that  the  strange- 
ness of  this  sudden  summons  had  never 
entered  his  mind ;  and  it  was  not  until  late 
in  the  evening,  when  he  returned  to  his 
deserted  home,  tired  and  unhappy  with  the 
recollection  of  the  scenes  of  misery  through 
which  he  had  passed,  that  he  had  leisure  to 
speculate  on  this  occurrence. 

"  However,  it  is  no  use  troubling  myself," 
he  said  at  last,  when  he  wearily  ascended 
the  stairs  on  his  way  to  his  room.  "  Mavis 
will  be  happy  enough,  I  Ve  no  doubt ;  she 
has  her  aunt  and  cousins  at  Pen  Vychan,  and 
she  can  invite  as  many  of  her  friends  as  she 
pleases.  It  is  not  as  if  she  sets  any  especial 
value  on  my  company,  so  perhaps  I  am 
foolish  to  regret  the  duties  that  keep  me 
from  her.  Perhaps  during  this,  our  first 
separation,  she  may  have  leisure  to  regard 
my  conduct  with  kinder,  more  lenient 
feelings  than  she  has  ever  felt  before,  and, 
instead  of  being  a  cause  for  sorrow,  this, 
that  I  am  wicked  enough  to  think  of  as  a 
new  trial,  may  but  be  the  forerunner  of 
future  happiness  such  as  I  have  never  before 
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known/3'  and,  with  his  last  waking  thought 
a  prayer  that  his  wife's  affection  might 
return  to  him,  Gerald  Durant  fell  asleep  and 
dreamt  of  Mavis,  that  he  was  once  more 
with  her  and  their  child,  but  dwelling  in 
the  sunshine  of  her  perfect  love  and  con- 
fidence. 

The  cold,  grey  November  dawn  roused 
him  to  the  sense  of  the  bitter  reality  of  the 
present,  the  blank,  hideous  darkness  of  the 
life  from  which  he  saw  no  escape  except 
by  throwing  his  whole  body  and  mind  into 
the  work  that  he  had  undertaken ;  and  when 
that  day  he  stood  by  the  bedsides  of  the 
sick  and  dying — for  he  had  entered  into  the 
work,  and  shrank  from  nothing  in  which  he 
felt  he  could  do  good — a  soothing,  gentle 
sensation  of  peace  came  into  Ins  troubled 
soul,  the  certain  knowledge  that  at  last  his 
life  was  being  given  up  to  be  a  benefit  to 
his  fellow-creatures ;  and  now,  whatever  hap- 
pened, he  knew  where  to  find  consolation 
and  rest. 

On  all  sides  he  heard  his  name  mentioned 
with  praises  and  blessings.     The  little  band 
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of  surgeons  and  clergymen  who  were  doing 
their  best  to  assuage  the  suffering  that  was 
going  on  around  them  looked  up  to  him 
for  advice,  and  came  for  the  pecuniary  help 
that  was  so  readily  given.  They  tried  to 
remonstrate  with  him,  saying  he  would 
work  himself  ill;  but  he  merely  shook  his 
head;  he  knew  far  better  than  they  did 
what  was  the  best  cure  for  an  aching  heart. 

He  wrote  long  letters  to  Mavis,  long, 
loving,  regretful  letters,  such  as  would  have 
melted  any  heart  but  that  of  the  young 
wife  who  had  given  away  all  her  love  from 
her  husband.  Some  of  them  were  hopeful, 
others  despondent,  telling  so  plainly  of  the 
varied  sentiments  of  the  writer.  At  length 
they  became  fewer  and  further  between,  as 
if,  worn  out  in  mind  as  well  as  body,  he 
had  no  heart  to  write. 

He  carefully  treasured  up  all  her  answers, 
and  read  them  many  times.  They  cheered 
his  sinking  heart;  there  was  not  much  in 
them ;  they  all  said  she  was  very  well  and 
happy,  and  enjoying  even  the  dreary,  barren 
Pen  Vychan  winter,  when  the  rough  waves 
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came  in  so  strongly  that  it  was  often  unsafe 
to  venture  on  the  beach.  And  then  she 
would  branch  off  into  descriptions  of  the 
baby  ;  how  he  was  growing,  and  beginning 
to  take  notice  of  everything.  And  when  his 
first  tooth  made  its  appearance  this  circum- 
stance demanded  a  whole  letter  to  itself. 

"  Once  more,"  thought  Lord  Durant,  "  she 
is  the  same  joyous,  happy  Mavis  as  of  old, 
knowing  no  other  idol  than  her  child."  And 
he  was  content  it  should  be  so ;  he  had 
ceased  desiring  to  obtain  her  affection,  he 
feared  it  could  not  be,  and  his  heart  was 
only  too  thankful  to  receive  the  assurance 
that  little  Mervyn  was  all  the  world  to  her, 
— that  they  had  this  one  strong  link  of  love. 
And  yet  all  the  while  he  could  not  despair  ; 
he  went  on  loving,  hoping,  trusting,  looking 
forward  to  a  time  when  there  would  come  a 
fulfilment  of  his  most  sanguine  desires. 


/ 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE     BROKEN      LINK. 

For  my  heart  was  hot  and  restless, 

And  my  life  was  full  of  care, 
And  the  burden  laid  on  me 

Seemed  greater  than  I  could  bear. 

Longfellow. 

The  short  winter  day  was  over,  and  myriads 
of  stars  shone  in  the  clear,  deep  blue  sky ; 
the  wind  blew  keenly  up  the  streets  of  St. 
Hilda's  over  the  hard  frosty  ground. 

In  spite  of  his  warm  overcoat  the  intense 
cold  caused  Lord  Durant  to  shiver  and 
quicken  his  pace  as  he  passed  along  the 
almost  deserted  streets,  for  few  people  cared 
to  be  out  in  that  inclement  weather.  Every 
now  and  then,  as  a  fiercer  blast  than  usual 
came  sweejnng  along,  whirling  with  it  clouds 
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of  dust,  he  stopped  short,  prevented  by 
weakness  from  proceeding,  and  presently  he 
was  compelled  to  lean  against  a  wall,  whilst 
a  violent  fit  of  coughing  shook  his  whole 
frame,  which  ■  had  grown  strangely  thin  and 
weak  during  the  last  months  of  uninter- 
rupted work  and  self-sacrificing  devotion  to 
his  poorer  neighbours. 

But  the  time  of  toil  was  over  now ;  the  long- 
continued  frost  had  driven  away  the  fever ; 
there  were  scarcely  any  fresh  cases ;  it  had 
disappeared  almost  as  suddenly  as  it  had 
come.  But  in  the  localities  where  it  had 
most  raged  there  were  many  homes  from 
which  the  bread-winner  of  the  family  had 
been  taken  away,  and  famine  and  want  took 
the  place  of  disease.  This  was  an  evil 
against  which  Lord  Durant  was  strong  to 
combat ;  the  necessity  for  his  personal  pre- 
sence was  gone,  but  the  money  that  was 
needed  was  at  hand,  and  he  felt  now  that 
at  last  he  was  free  to  return  once  more  to 
those  for  whom  his  heart  had  so  sorely 
longed  in  this  time  of  voluntary  separation. 

A  strange  prevision  of  coming  evil  had 
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taken  possession  of  all  his  senses,  as  he 
struggled  onwards,  walking  in  a  blind, 
reckless  way ;  whilst  a  peculiar  increasing 
weakness,  for  which  he  strove  in  vain  to 
account,  was  almost  overpowering  his  mind 
and  body. 

"  Why,  is  that  you,  my  lord?  What  is 
the  matter?"  exclaimed  a  rough,  cheery 
voice,  one  that  seemed  familiar  to  Lord 
Durant's  ears ;  but  it  sounded  to  him  indis- 
tinct, as  if  the  speaker  was  a  long  way  off, 
instead  of  standing  close  by. 

Lord  Durant  raised  his  tired  eyes  ;  they 
were  very  bright,  shining  out  with  an  almost 
wild  expression  from  his  thin,  anxious  face. 
It  was  a  workman  who  had  addressed  him, 
one  of  the  few  who  had  recovered  from  the 
fever. 

"  You  are  ill!"  continued  the  man;  and 
in  truth  the  nobleman  looked  so,  the  light 
from  a  lamp  overhead  showed  a  face  of  a 
ghastly  hue.     "  Shall  I  get  a  cab  for  you  ? ' 

"  No,  thank  you,  I  shall  go  on  home!" 
And  the  word  "  home"  caused  him  to  quicken 
his  feeble  steps ;  for  to  his  mind  it  meant 
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wherever  Mavis  was, — there  was  no  other 
home  for  him ;  and  now  his  duty  had  been 
accomplished,  and  the  next  day  he  would 
be  with  her  at  Pen  Vychan. 

"But  you  aren't  fit  to  walk,  my  lord;  it's  my 
opinion  that  you  are  going  in  for  the  fever." 

Lord  Durant  retreated  several  steps.  "The 
fever !  impossible ! "  he  cried,  elevating  his 
voice  almost  to  a  shriek.  "  No,  it  cannot 
be;  Dr.  Atkinson  says  I  am  perfectly  safe. 
My  wife  and  child !  I  must  go  to  them.  I 
am  well  enough,  only  weak ;  it 's  my  cough, 
I  think " ;  and  he  pressed  his  hand  to  his 
side,  and  a  violent  paroxysm  of  coughing 
prevented  further  utterance. 

His  wild  look  and  agonized  exclamation 
revealed  to  the  man  what  this  rich  nobleman 
had  sacrificed,  how  he  had  endeavoured  to 
crush  the  natural  affections  of  his  heart  to 
give  himself  entirely  up  to  the  duty  that  he 
had  undertaken. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  we  are  to  thank  you 
for  your  kindness  to  the  likes  of  us  poor 
folks ;  I  don't  think  half  of  us  know  what 
you  have  done,"  said  the  man,  speaking  in  a 
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tone  of  heartfelt  gratitude.  c  i  It  isn't  many- 
gentlemen  who  would  stay  in  the  midst  of 
sickness  when  they  could  get  away  from  it. 
I'm  sure  if  prayers  and  blessings  do  any 
good  you  ought  to  be  happy !  " 

"  I  am  happy — at  least  in  the  knowledge 
that  I  have  done  my  duty  to  the  best  of  my 
ability,"  answered  Lord  Durant,  feeling  a 
new  strength  produced  by  the  grateful  words 
he  had  heard.  He  had  continued  onwards 
as  he  was  speaking,  walking  by  the  man's 
side,  until  they  emerged  from  the  street 
opposite  to  the  Abbey  gates. 

"  Good  evening,  my  lord,  and  God  bless 
you  for  your  kindness,"  said  the  man,  touch- 
ing his  hat,  and  turning  away  to  his  own 
home. 

The  following  day  at  noon  the  train,  speed- 
ing over  the  iron  rails,  was  bearing  Lord 
Durant  towards  Pen  Vychan. 

Would  Mavis  be  glad  to  see  him  ?  he 
thought.  Had  time  softened  her  heart  to- 
wards the  husband  whom  she  did  not  even 
profess  to  love  ?  Although  the  mere  sight 
of  her  handwriting  had  brought  him  glad- 
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ness,  he  could  plainly  perceive  that  her  letters 
had  contained  none  of  her  real  thoughts ; 
they  all  seemed  the  same — to  express  a  mere 
shallow  contentment, — no  real  happiness,  no 
hopes  for  the  future,  only  just  a  fleeting  en- 
joyment of  the  present.  In  a  few  formal 
sentences,  as  if  compelled  to  it  by  the  mere 
promptings  of  duty,  she  had  expressed  a 
wish  for  his  return  ;  but  he  knew  as^  well  as 
she  did  how  little  the  common-place  words 
had  conveyed  her  real  feelings.  And  when, 
at  length,  after  the  long,  weary  journey,  the 
carriage  drew  up  before  the  familiar,  home- 
like doors  of  Pen  Vychan  Castle,  she  was  there, 
standing  to  meet  him  in  the  hall,  and  the 
nurse,  with  little  Mervyn  in  her  arms,  close 
behind .  i  l  Mavis ! — my  wife — my  treasure ! ' 
was  all  he  could  say ;  and  the  next  moment 
she  was  folded  to  his  heart,  and  her  face  was 
covered  with  his  eager,  passionate  kisses. 
She  withdrew  herself  from  his  embrace  a 
little  coldly,  but  there  was  a  smile  of  wel- 
come— one  produced  by  an  effort  of  will,  it  is 
true,  but  none  the  less  cheering  to  the  eyes 
that  gazed  only  with  deep  unalterable  affec- 
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tion  of   the  true,  loyal  heart   that  she  had 
wounded  so  cruelly. 

"  You  have  not  even  looked  at  baby  yet," 
were  her  first  words,  spoken  in  a  tone  of 
almost  jealousy,  as  if  she  wished  to  claim  the 
first  welcome  for  her  child. 

"  No  ;  my  wife  must  have  the  first  greet- 
ing," was  the  reply.  "  Do  you  not  know  that 
you  are  always  uppermost  in  my  thoughts, 
even  before  our  little  son  ? '  But  he  turned 
to  the  child.  "  He  has  grown  like  you, 
Mavis,"  he  said;  "he  has  your  beautiful 
eyes." 

He  took  him  in  his  arms  for  a  moment  or 
two,  then  returned  him  to  the  nurse,  and 
followed  Mavis  into  a  room  where  a  warm 
fire  was  blazing.  With  a  look  of  pain  and 
exhaustion  he  sank  back  in  an  easy-chair.  It 
had  been  a  hard  struggle  to  Mavis  to  prepare 
herself  for  this  meeting  with  her  husband. 
One  way  or  other,  she  felt  certain  it  must 
produce  the  turning  point  in  her  life  ;  either 
it  would  lead  on  to  fiercer  dislike  until  it 
amounted  to  hatred  and  fear,  or  else  she 
would  be  enabled,  by  immense  self-control, 
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to  sink  into  a  calm,  passive  indifference,  and, 
perhaps,  as  time  went  on,  her  affection  for 
Lionel  would  diminish,  and  she  might  some 
day  become  a  dutiful  wife.  Her  only  hope 
lay  in  her  child ;  her  love  for  him  was  so 
strong  that  it  might  perchance  bring  back 
the  respect  for  her  husband. 

But  now,  as  she  stood  before  the  fire, 
silently  regarding  Gerald's  wasted,  altered 
features,  all  the  resolutions  with  which  she 
had  vainly  imagined  she  had  strengthened 
herself  were  fast  ebbing  away,  and  the 
dreadful  idea  came  that  her  late  conduct  had 
not  been  produced  by  better  feelings,  but 
merely  by  the  fact  of  the  absence  of  him  in 
whose  presence  and  love  she  ought  to  have 
rejoiced,  instead  of  always  having  before  her 
the  one  overwhelming  terror. 

He  partially  guessed  her  thoughts,  and 
rose  from  his  seat.  "  How  long  is  this  to 
last,  Mavis  ? '  he  asked,  in  a  husky  voice, 
looking  down  into  her  eyes,  as  if  he  longed 
to  read  her  secret  thoughts.  "I  came  here 
hoping  to  meet  with  a  cordial  welcome,  in- 
stead of  these  cold,  mistrustful  glances." 
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She  only  shuddered,  and  moved  herself  a 
little  further  from  him. 

"  Gerald,  do  not  try  me  too  much,"  she 
said,  averting  her  face.  "  I  have  striven — oh, 
so  hard  ! — to  do  my  duty,  although  you  have 
deceived  me  so  wickedly." 

"  Deceived  you — my  wife  ! — what  do  you 
mean  ?"  exclaimed  Lord  Durant.  "  Do  you 
think  I  should  be  capable  of  keeping  any- 
thing from  you  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  did ! '  answered  Mavis,  with 
tears  of  anger  standing  in  her  eyes.  "  You 
induced  me  to  marry  you  by  telling  me  that 
you  were  safe,  and  all  the  time  you  must 
have  known  what  was  coming ;  your  late 
conduct  has  confirmed  my  fears." 

All  at  once  the  truth  flashed  into  Lord 
Durant's  mind  that  his  wife  still  believed 
him  to  be  mad, — that  no  assurances  that  he 
could  make  to  the  contrary  could  shake  the 
fixed  idea.  For  a  few  minutes  he  was 
rendered  speechless,  overwhelmed  by  the 
severity  of  the  blow.  He  had  suspected  her 
thoughts  before,  but  never  until  now  had 
they  been  so  fearfully  evident  to  him. 
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u  Mavis,  what  makes  you  imagine  it?  Do 
you  really  believe  that  I  am  not  in  my  right 
mind  ? '  he  asked,  slowly,  with  an  effort  at 
calmness,  looking  her  full  in  the  face. 

"  I  cannot  believe  anything  else,"  she 
answered,  sadly.  "  All  your  late  conduct 
shows  it  so  plainly.  I  am  sure  I  am  very 
sorry  for  you,  and  I  try  very  hard  to  forgive 
the  wrong  you  have  done  me  and  my  child." 

To  try  and  shake  her  firmly  expressed 
belief  was  useless,  as  Lord  Durant  well 
knew.  He  answered  nothing,  but,  wearied 
with  his  late  toil,  and  feeling  all  the  strength 
crushed  out  of  him  by  Mavis's  words,  that 
sounded  so  cold  and  cruel  to  his  aching  heart, 
he  returned  to  his  seat,  and,  burying  his  face 
in  his  hands,  tried  to  keep  back  the  heavy 
sobs  that  were  choking  his  utterance. 

His  very  silence  confirmed  Mavis's  sus- 
picions, and,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  pity 
she  felt  for  herself,  there  must  have  been 
some  sympathy  in  her  heart  for  him,  whom 
she  firmly  believed  was  so  terribly  afflicted. 

"  Was  there  ever  a  woman  more  cruelly 
wronged  than  I  am  ? '    she  kept  saying  over 
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and  over  to  herself.  "  How  can  I  let  the 
world  know  that  my  husband  is  insane  ?  and 
the  only  one  who  shares  the  secret  with  me 
is  for  ever  banished  from  my  presence.  Oh, 
Lionel,  Lionel !  "  she  cried,  as  she  felt  her 
heart  torn  to  pieces  by  conflicting  emotions, 
"if  I  only  dared  to  ask  you  to  come  back' 
to  protect  me  from  my  husband  ! ' 

Lord  Durant  did  not  again  attempt  to 
gain  her  confidence  ;  he  had  heard  sufficient 
to  convince  him  that  all  hope  of  happiness 
was  gone,  until  even  he  began  to  fear,  and 
new  terrors  took  possession  of  his  mind : 
what  if,  after  all,  she  was  right,  and  that  lie 
was  deceiving  himself  ?  But,  no — that  could 
not  be  ;  the  more  he  tried  to  analyze  his 
thoughts  and  actions,  the  more  convinced  he 
became  that  his  calm  judgment  was  unim- 
paired. 

Of  course  it  could  not  be  expected  that 
beneath  these  repeated  trials  his  love  could 
remain  as  warm  and  strong  as  ever.  This 
last  struggle  had  been  too  great  to  overcome, 
and  it  was  only  the  remnant  of  a  shattered 
affection  that  he  was  able  to  give  her,  and, 
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like  Mavis,  he  centred  all  his  hopes  on  little 
Mervyn,  looking  forward  to  the  future  of  his 
son,  and  longing  for  the  time  to  come  when 
he  would  take  up  his  whole  affection  and  be 
his  chief  delight  and  companion. 

But  even  this  pleasure  was  doomed  to  be 
short  lived.  Little  Mervyn  was  taken  ill, 
and  before  the  village  surgeon  could  arrive  a 
fearful  agony  of  dread  had  entered  Lord 
Durant's  mind ;  he  perceived  that  it  was  the 
fever — the  symptoms  were  those  with  which 
he  had  become  familiarized  at  St.  Hilda's. 
He  dare  not  even  whisper  his  fears  to  Mavis 
as  she  bent  over  the  cradle  where  the  little 
sufferer  lay  tossing  about  uneasily  in  restless 
slumber.  Mr.  Roberts  arrived,  and  in  a  few 
words  confirmed  Lord  Durant's  suspicions. 
Mavis  heard  them,  and  with  a  cry  of  anguish 
that  rang  through  the  room  she  sprang  to 
her  feet,  and,  heedless  of  the  presence  of  the 
surgeon  and  the  child's  nurse,  she  turned  to 
her  husband,  her  lovely  face  all  transformed 
and  quivering  with  passion. 

u  Gerald  !  "  she  exclaimed  fiercely,  almost 
beside  herself  with  terror,   "  if  he  should  die 
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you  will  be  his  murderer !  It  is  your  insane 
folly  that  has  brought  death  to  your  son." 
No  more  could  she  utter,  for  she  had  sunk 
down  fainting  by  the  side  of  the  little 
one  in  whom  her  whole  existence  seemed 
bound  up. 

Mr.  Roberts  hurried  to  her  assistance,  and 
soon  restored  her  to  consciousness ;  she 
looked  around,  her  eyes  caught  sight  of  the 
vacant,  wild  look  in  her  child's  eyes,  and 
then,  as  if  involuntarily,  they  wandered  in 
search  of  her  husband,  but  he  had  gone 
from  the  room,  driven  away  by  her  cruel 
speech. 

' l  Lady  Durant,  you  must  be  calm  and 
quiet ;  your  child  is  not  dying  yet ;  we  must 
ho]3e  he  may  recover,"  said  Mr.  Roberts. 
But  Mavis  did  not  reply ;  a  fixed  stony  look 
of  despair  had  settled  on  her  face  ;  the  glance 
of  maternal  love  had  revealed  more  to  her 
than  even  the  surgeon's  practised  eye  was 
able  to  detect,  and  she  knew  that  her  baby 
was  dying. 

"  Why  should  this  happen  to  me?'  she 
thought,  her  wild,  impulsive  heart  rebelling 
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fiercely  against  this  first  great  sorrow  that 
she  had  been  called  upon  to  bear. 

Regardless  of  the  expostulations  of  Mr. 
Roberts,  she  took  the  little  sufferer  in  her 
arms,  guarding  him  jealously,  and,  with 
almost  a  savage  instinct,  dreading  the 
approach  of  any  one  but  herself. 

She  laid  her  hand  on  the  burning  fore- 
head and  listened  to  the  child's  pitiful 
moanings.  In  spite  of  the  state  of  half- 
insensibility  in  which  he  remained  through 
the  night,  he  knew  her,  and  looked  up  with 
his  large  blue  eyes,  so  like  her  own,  as  if 
begging  for  the  help  that  she  was  powerless 
to  give. 

"Mr.  Roberts,  you  must  do  something! 
Can  you  stand  by  and  see  him  dying,  and 
make  no  effort  to  save  him  ?  Oh,  what  have 
I  done  that  I  should  have  to  bear  this 
terrible  affliction  ! '  she  cried,  in  her  bitter 
anguish. 

"  I  am  doing  all  I  can.  You  must  wait 
and  hope,"  answered  the  surgeon,  who,  with 
a  physician  who  had  come  from  Rhos 
Celyn,   stood  in  the  room,    regarding  with 
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looks  of  pity  the  suffering  child  and  scarcely 
less  afflicted  mother. 

All  through  the  day  Mavis  remained  still 
holding  the  child.  She  would  not  give  him 
up ;  she  even  refused  to  take  the  food  that 
her  faithful  maid,  Susan  Barker,  brought  to 
her. 

Towards  evening  Mervyn,  who  had  been 
restless  all  day,  fell  into  a  kind  of  slumber ; 
his  face  was  still  hot  and  flushed,  but  the 
little  limbs  that  had  tossed  about  in  the 
delirium  of  fever  now  lay  motionless  on  his 
mother's  lap. 

"  He  is  better  now,"  she  whispered,  look- 
ing up  with  a  faint  smile  of  hope  dawning  on 
her  troubled  face. 

"  Yes,  Lady  Durant,  perhaps  we  may 
venture  to  say  so,"  answered  Mr.  Roberts, 
but  the  words  were  uttered  in  a  tone  of 
doubt  and  hesitation ;  he  know  too  well  that 
it  was  only  the  slumber  of  exhaustion,  but  he 
could  not  bear  to  drive  away  the  hopeful 
look  that  he  knew  must  soon  be  dispelled. 

Soon,  however,  his  fears  were  verified;  the 
fever  returned  with   greater   violence   than 
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before ;  the  heavy  eyes  again  assumed  a  wild 
look  that  showed  itself  even  in  so  young  an 
infant. 

"  Why  cannot  his  father  come  near  him  ? 
Does  he  care  so  little  even  for  his  son  that  he 
will  leave  him  to  die  ?  First  ruined  and  then 
neglected  you, — oh,  my  baby !  "  exclaimed 
Mavis,  bending  down  her  face  to  kiss  the 
tiny  throbbing  brow. 

"  Don't  blame  him,  my  lady !  "  cried  Susan 
Barker,  tli rowing  her  arms  round  her  mistress, 
as  if  she  would  gladly  shield  her  from  her 
terrible  trouble.  "  Poor  gentleman,  he  is 
almost  mad  with  grief ;  he  has  never  ceased 
walking  up  and  down  the  whole  day, — he 
seems  as  if  his  heart  will  break  ;  but  he  dare 
not  come  in — he  thinks  you  could  not  bear 
it.  Oh,  my  darling  mistress  !  how  could  you 
say  what  you  did  to  him? — it  has  almost  killed 
him.  Your  uncle,  Mr.  Williams,  has  been 
here,  and  he  has  sent  a  telegram  for  Major 
Durant,  thinking  as  he  'd  cheer  up  his  poor 
brother." 

The  latter  part  of  this  speech  alone  reached 
Mavis's   brain :    she   did   not    heed   the  re- 
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proach  conveyed  by  her  servant's  words;  she 
only  knew  and  realized  that  Lionel  was  com- 
ing, and  that  one  idea  was  enough  to  bring  a 
ray  of  comfort.  She  did  not  pause  to  think 
what  she  was  hoping — that  she  was  looking 
forward  to  seeing  the  man  whose  affection 
had  come  in  between  her  and  her  husband. 

Her  mind  was  too  fully  occupied  with  her 
child  to  even  think  of  Gerald,  who,  if  she 
had  cared  to  consider,  was  suffering  quite  as 
acutely  as  she  was,  with  the  additional  load 
to  bear  produced  by  her  cruel,  hasty  words. 

Mrs.  Williams  came  to  the  Castle,  and 
persisted  in  staying  for  the  night  with  the 
child. 

"  I  can  do  very  well ;  nothing  can  make 
me  leave  baby,"  said  Mavis,  in  faint  exj^ostula- 
tion ;  but  her  aunt  was  resolute,  and  pre- 
sently she  persuaded  her  to  give  up  little 
Mervyn,  and  go  and  lie  down  on  her  bed. 

Then,  and  not  until  then,  Lord  Durant 
came  in  and  gazed  silently  at  the  face 
of  his  dying  son.  He  was  too  well  accus- 
tomed to  the  rapid  progress  of  the  disease 
to  feel  the  slightest  hope,   and  as  he  stood 
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silently  by,  and  merely  kept  Lis  eyes  fixed  on 
his  child,  there  came  a  stern,  hard  ex- 
pression of  heartfelt  misery  that  touched 
Mrs.  Williams  even  more  than  her  niece's 
wild  desjDair  had  done. 

"  It  is  a  hard  trial  for  you,  Lord  Durant,"  she 
said,  pityingly.  u  Poor  little  baby !  it  is  sad  to 
see  it  suffering.  I  have  watched  at  the  death- 
bed of  many  children ;  but  this  one  seems  so 
pitiful,  there  was  such  a  promise  of  a  happy 
future !  " 

"  Yes,  it  is  very  hard  to  bear,"  answered 
Lord  Durant,  sadly.  "I  did  hope  so  much 
for  him.  I  gave  up  so  much,  even  allowing* 
myself  to  be  robbed  of  what  was  dearer  to 
me  than  my  own  life  for  his  sake,  to  make 
him  a  haj>pier  man  than  his  father  was,  and 
it  has  all  come  to  this.  God  forgive  me  if  I 
have  done  wrong;  but,  oh,  I  have  longed 
for  a  son  to  inherit  my  happiness,  but  not 
my  misery  !  " 

Mrs.  Williams  sighed.  "  Poor  Mavis,  it 
will  nearly  break  her  heart ! ' '  she  said. 

Lord  Durant' s  face  was  distorted  with  the 
agony  he  felt. 
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"  Poor  Mavis  !  "  he  echoed,  "  she  has  loved 
him  with  almost  more  than  a  mother's  love"; 
and  stooping  down  he  kissed  the  baby's  lips, 
as  if  the  mutual  affection  could  cause  him  to 
forget  the  sting  of  her  cruelty. 

"  The  last  hope  is  being  taken  from  me," 
he  thought.  ' i  No  more  can  she  even  show 
a  semblance  of  regard ;  her  pity  will  have 
gone  now,  and  my  mistaken  zeal  is  turned 
into  the  instrument  of  my  greatest  curse.  Per- 
haps if  I  had  left  things  as  they  were,  and 
borne  the  curse  of  my  ancestors,  it  would 
have  been  better  after  all." 

"  Poor  little  Mervyn  will  doubtless  be 
better  off,"  said  Mrs.  Williams,  breaking  in 
on  his  thoughts  with  the  first  words  of  con- 
solation  that  came  to  her  lips.  "You  may 
rest  assured  that  this  trial,  that  appears  so 
bitter,  is  but  a  blessing  in  disguise ;  how  can 
we  account  for  the  ways  of  Providence? 
Perhaps  by  death  he  may  be  spared  a  life  of 
trouble  that  we  are  unable  to  foresee." 

These  words  sounded  like  a  reproof  to 
Lord  Durant's  late  repinings,  in  which  he 
had  almost  begun  to  repent  the  good  work 
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he  had  done  which  had  cost  him  so  dear 
and  brought  such  sorrow  on  him.  He  had 
not  been  able  to  understand  why  it  should  not 
have  produced  unmixed  happiness,  why  the 
reward  should  not  have  immediately  followed 
the  deed ;  but  now  the  few  simple  words  that 
had  fallen  from  Mrs.  Williams's  lips  brought 
ideas  far  different  from  those  the  speaker  had 
intended;  they  produced  new  faith,  and 
taught  Lord  Durant  to  go  on  striving  to  do 
right,  and  wait  patiently  until  the  reward  of 
peace  came  into  his  heart. 

Mavis  slept  soundly;  a  sleeping  draught, 
administered  by  Mr.  Roberts,  had  produced 
calm  deep  slumber,  and  the  sun  was  high  in 
the  heavens  when  she  awoke,  and  then  came 
back  the  recollection  of  the  impending  sorrow. 
Without  stopping  to  resume  the  dress  that  she 
had  taken  off  when  she  lay  down,  she  merely 
wrapped  a  shawl  over  her  long  white  dress- 
ing-gown and  hurried  towards  the  nursery. 

She  turned  the  handle  half  eagerly,  half 
dreading  what  she  should  see.  Somebody 
sprang  to  the  door  and  tried  to  prevent  her 
entrance ;    it   was   Major  Durant.     He   had 
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arrived  by  an  early  morning  train.  Mrs. 
Williams  still  held  the  child  ;  the  physician 
was  bending  over  it,  counting  the  beats  of 
the  failing  pulse,  whilst  Lord  Durant,  the 
surgeon,  and  Mr.  Williams  stood  near. 
Susan  Barker,  and  one  or  two  other  servants, 
were  at  the  far  end  of  the  spacious  apart- 
ment, ready  to  approach  if  they  were  needed. 

"  Mavis !  you  had  better  stay  away," 
whispered  the  major,  seizing  her  arm;  and 
she  saw  in  an  instant,  by  the  troubled  faces  of 
those  in  the  room,  that  now  all  hope  was  over. 

With  a  desperate  effort  she  wrenched  her- 
self from  his  grasp,  and  sprang  forward. 
"  You  shall  not  keep  me  from  my  child! 
Let  me  take  him !  let  me  have  him  !  Oh, 
why  did  I  sleep  so  long !  Wretch  that  I  am 
to  leave  my  baby  ! ' '  she  cried,  hurriedly. 

Lord  Durant  advanced. 

"  Mavis,  you  must  not  touch  him;  he  is 
going  fast.  Oh,  leave  him  where  he  is  !  "  he 
whispered  in  a  low  voice,  trying  to  suppress 
his  own  terrible  grief,  and  assume  an  appear- 
ance of  calmness. 

She   turned   round,    with   a   look   full   of 
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reproach,  and,  although  the  physician 
attempted  to  prevent  it,  she  took  the  child  in 
her  arms,  and  pressed  passionate  kisses  on  his 
little  face. 

"  Take  care,  Mavis,  he  is  too  ill  for  that ; 
you  should  control  your  feelings,"  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Williams,  alarmed  at  her  niece's  vehe- 
mence and  wild,  unnatural  looks. 

"  Hush,  Mrs.  Williams ! "  said  the  physician, 
solemnly.  "It  is  too  late  now";  and  the 
tears  that  gushed  from  Mavis's  eyes  fell  on 
the  face  of  her  dead  baby. 

They  took  the  child  from  her  arms ;  she 
did  not  notice  who  it  was ;  she  did  not 
recognize  the  voice  that  spoke  gentle  words 
of  consolation ;  but  when  her  husband  ap- 
proached, and  the  sound  of  his  voice,  changed 
and  altered  with  grief,  broke  on  her  ear,  she 
turned  from  him  with  a  despairing  gesture, 
and,  burying  her  face  in  her  hands,  she 
suffered  her  aunt  to  lead  her  from  the  room. 

"  Leave  me  alone  ;  leave  me  to  my  grief ! ' 
she  exclaimed,  frantically,  when  she  lay  on  a 
sofa  almost  beside  herself  in  the  fierceness  of 
her  sorrow ;  and  Mrs.  Williams,  thinking  that 
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her  tears  might  bring  her  to  a  calmer  and 
more  reasonable  state,  thought  it  best  to  leave 
her  to  weep  out  her  wild  grief  alone,  so 
presently  she  went  downstairs  in\(;o  the 
library.  Lord  Durant  was  there  a\:  the 
table,  resting  his  head  on  his  folded  arms ; 
and  Lionel,  walking  up  and  down  at  the 
other  side  of  the  room,  paused  now  and  then 
to  attempt  some  words  of  consolation.  Jessie 
Williams  was  in  the  room  too ;  she  had  come 
to  the  Castle  to  hear  tidings  of  her  little 
cousin  ;  a  grave,  awe-struck  look  was  on  her 
thoughtful  face,  as  she  gazed  pityingly  and 
sadly  at  the  bereaved  father. 

"  Mavis  is  nearly  heart-broken,  poor  girl ! ' 
said  Mrs.  Williams,  as  she  came  in.     "  I  can- 
not console  her  at  all ;  do  you  not  think  if 
you  went  up,   Lord  Durant,  you   could   do 
her  good  ?  " 

He  did  not  raise  his  head  nor  answer,  as  if 
lie  had  not  heard  the  words  that  unconsciously 
dealt  such  a  severe  blow ;  he  knew  too  well 
that  his  presence  could  never  more  bring 
comfort  to  his  wife. 

"  Lionel,"    lie    said    at    length,    and   his 

VOL.  IT.  L 
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brother  advanced  to  hear  the  low-spoken 
words,  u  I  dare  not  intrude  on  her  solitary 
grief  ;  she  thinks  that  it  is  my  fault — that  I 
conveved  the  infection  from  St.  Hilda's.  I 
was  told  that  there  would  be  no  risk,  and 
O  Heaven  forgive  me  if  I  have  been  the 
unconscious  cause  of  my  child's  death  !  Will 
you  go  to  her  and  assure  her  that  if  it  is  so 
it  was  perfectly  unintentional,  and  it  only 
makes  the  dreadful  distress  worse  to  bear  if 
she  turns  against  me  ;  ask,  implore  her  to 
have  pity,  and  to  remember  this  blow  falls 
equally  hard  on  both  of  us." 

"  Yes,  I  will  go,"  answered  Lionel,  striving 
not  to  display  in  his  tone  the  feeling  of 
exultation  in  discovering  the  power  that  he 
had  attained  over  his  brother. 

Mavis  was  weeping  bitterly  when  the 
major  entered  the  room.  Her  face  was 
turned  away,  and  at  first  she  did  not  appear 
to  be  awrae  of  his  presence. 

He  came  up  and  knelt  down  by  the  sofa. 

"Mavis,  look  up;  will  you  not  speak  to 
me?':  he  said,  in  the  gentle,  pitying  accents 
that  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume. 
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She  started  up  and  turned  her  beautiful 
tear-stained  face  towards  him. 

"  Lionel,  it  is  very  good  of  you  to^ome," 
she  exclaimed,  taking  his  hand  betweer*  both 
of  hers,  and  forgetting  for  the  time  ali\but 
the  consciousness  that  his  presence  served  in 
some  measure  to  mitigate  her  grief. 

"  You  must  try  and  bear  up,"  he  continued. 
"  You  cannot  think  how  very  sorry  I  was 
for  you  when  I  received  the  telegram." 

"  I  have  nobody  left  to  love  now,'.'  she 
sobbed,  in  helpless  misery.  "My  baby 
really  did  care  for  me ;  and  now  he  is  gone, 
and  it  makes  wicked  thoughts  come  into  my 
mind.  I  suppose  I  ought  not  to  think  so 
unkindly  of  Gerald." 

"Confound  Gerald!"  interrupted  the 
major,  savagely.  "  He  has  half  broken  the 
heart  of  such  a  dear  little  creature  by  his 
reckless  madness.  If  he  chooses,  he  can 
use  more  self-control,  and  he  ought  to 
do  so.  Mavis,  it  was  the  saddest  day  in 
your  life  when  you  first  beheld  Gerald 
Durant." 

"  But  I  suppose  we  ought  to  make  excuses 
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for  him.  He  belisved  firmly  that  he  was 
acting  rightly,"  faltered  Mavis,  in  a  vain 
attempt  to  regard  her  husband's  conduct  in 
its  most  favourable  light. 

"  There  is  no  excuse  at  all.  If  ever  there 
was  a  case  of  downright  murder  it 's  this  ! ' 
answered  Lionel,  working  up  his  indignation 
to  its  highest  pitch.  "  Gerald  ought  to 
have  listened  to  reason.  He  knew  perfectly 
well  that  he  was  liable  to  attacks  of  insanity, 
and  that  he  might  take  up  the  wildest 
crotchets  ;  so  he  should  have  listened  to 
advice,  instead  of  following  his  own  head- 
strong impulses.  As  soon  as  I  heard  that  lie 
had  left  St.  Hilda's  and  come  here,  I  fore- 
saw what  would  harjpen,  but  naturally  my 
fears  were  for  your  safety." 

"  Then  why  could  you  not  write  and  tell 
me  of  the  risk  and  danger  ? '  asked  Mavis. 
"  How  could  you  expect  me  to  know  any- 
thing about  the  infection  ?  " 

u  My  dear  little  woman,  how  could  I  do 
so  ?  "  asked  the  major,  stroking  his  moustache 
with  a  supercilious  air.  "  Remember  how 
you    treated    me    during    our  last   meeting. 
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How  could  I  be  expected  to  interfere  between 
a  husband  and  wife  ?  I  really  did  not  think 
you  would  have  thanked  me,  had  I  obeyed 
the  wish  of  my  heart." 

"  Have  I  acted  unkindly,  or  been  mistrust- 
ful of  your  goodness  ?  Forgive  me  if  I 
have,"  she  murmured,  again  allowing  her 
tears  to  flow. 

"  No,  Mavis ;  you  have  been  very  good  to 
me,"  answered  the  major,  looking  down  into 
her  eyes  until  they  drooped  beneath  his 
gaze.  "  You  know  that  you  possess  all  the 
affection  of  my  heart.  I  never  loved,  and  I 
never  shall  love,  any  one  but  you." 

"  Oh,  Lionel,  this  is  not  right !  You  ought 
not  to  say  it !  "  exclaimed  Mavis,  shuddering 
slightly,  but  not  now,  as  formerly,  repulsing 
him.  She  only  covered  her  face  with  her 
hands,  and  sobbed  more  hysterically  than 
ever. 

"  You  cannot  disguise  it;  I  can  sec  in 
every  look,  every  word,  that  you  also  love 
me  !  "  cried  Major  Durant,  fervently.  "  My 
love!  my  angel !  why  does  cruel,  inexorable 
fate  separate   us  ? '     and,  taking  her  in   his 
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arms,  he  pressed  several  passionate  kisses  on 
her  lips,  and  then,  turning  away,  he  hurried 
from  the  room,  not  daring  to  glance  again 
into  the  face  that  bewildered  him  with  its 
loveliness. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

SISTER   VERONICA. 

Art  is  long,  and  time  is  fleeting  ; 

And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 
Still,  like  muffled  drums,  are  beating 

Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

Longfellow. 

A  perfectly  new  and  delightful  era  had 
dawned  in  Ivor  Morgan's  life  since  his 
coming  to  Rome.  Beneath  the  sunny 
southern  skies  he  seemed  a  different  creature, 
revelling  in  the  wealth  of  beauty  in  nature 
and  art  that  he  found  displayed  on  all  sides. 
No  one  would  have  recognized  him  as  the 
young  fisherman  of  bygone  days  ;  perhaps  it 
was  the  improvement  in  his  dress,  or  the 
association  with  the  refined  Claude  Mon- 
tieth,  that  wrought  such  a  great  change  in  his 
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manners  and  appearance,  and  caused  him  to 
be  a  welcome  guest  whenever  he  chose  to 
appear  in  the  studios  of  the  artists  with 
whom  he  quickly  made  friends.  Claude  was 
not  so  sociable  ;  he  had  no  time  for  any- 
thing but  hard  work,  he  often  told  Ivor, 
speaking  reprovingly,  when  he  found  how 
much  more  pleasure  his  young  pupil  took  in 
the  society  of  his  new  friends  than  in  the 
studies  to  which  his  master  would  fain  have 
seen  him  apply  himself  more  diligently. 

Claude  was  alone  in  a  large,  bare  room  at 
the  top  of  a  house  in  a  narrow,  crowded 
street.  The  three  windows  commanded  a 
splendid  view  over  an  expanse  of  fair 
country,  and  this,  as  well  as  the  low  rent, 
was  the  chief  reason  that  induced  Claude  to 
select  this  room  as  his  abode. 

He  was  busy  at  work,  in  spite  of  his 
aching  head  and  weary,  haggard  looks,  over 
the  painting  that  had  occupied  all  his 
thoughts  and  attention  for  some  time.  This 
was  to  be  his  great  work,  the  one  which  he 
hoped  would  bring  him  the  fame  and  dis- 
tinction for  which  he  had  so  long  laboured. 
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He  was  by  no  means  a  man  of  genius,  but, 
by  careful,  painstaking  industry,  he  had 
managed  to  attain  a  certain  renown  even 
beyond  his  native  city  ;  but  in  Rome,  with 
so  many  superior  artists  round  him,  he  had 
grown  painfully  sensitive  to  his  own  short- 
comings. He  had  fallen  into  a  reverie,  not 
a  very  cheerful  one,  for  his  heart  felt  very 
sad  just  then.  The  great  hope  of  his  life, 
the  one  that  had  occupied  so  much  of  his 
thoughts  during  the  past  few  months, 
appeared  very  far  away  from  its  fulfil- 
ment. 

With  each  stroke  he  added  to  his  picture 
was  a  thought  of  Sybil — what  she  was  doing. 
He  knew  she  was  still  true  to  him,  in  spite  of 
the  persecution  she  had  to  endure.  Since 
her  father's  death  her  letters  had  been  full  of 
complaints  of  Mrs.  Melcombe's  opposition  to 
her  engagement ;  and,  what  was  worse  to 
bear,  her  sister's  ceaseless  taunts.  It  was 
for  her  sake  he  was  working  so  hard ;  on  his 
present  income  he  could  not  think  of  marry- 
ing Sybil  Ingram,  and  before  she  could 
be    released    from    her   uncongenial    home 
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months,  and  perhaps  years,  of  toil  must  be 
undergone. 

A  knock  at  the  door  roused  Claude  from 
the  painful  thoughts  that  were  drifting 
through  his  mind,  and,  with  a  half-iinpatient 
gesture  of  annoyance,  he  bade  the  intruder 
come  in. 

"  Shall  I  be  in  the  way  ?  "  asked  a  voice, 
speaking  in  English,  but  with  a  strong 
Italian  accent,  and  a  tall,  handsome, 
aristocratic-looking  man,  evidently  an  artist, 
dressed  in  a  rich,  picturesque  costume, 
with  a  snow-white  beard  descending  nearly 
to  his  waist,  appeared  in  the  doorway. 

A  change  came  over  Claude's  face, — the 
look  of  annoyance  vanished,  and  gave  place 
to  one  of  his  smiles  that  were  so  rarely 
seen. 

"  You  are  always  welcome,  SignorDonato," 
he  said,  placing  a  chair  for  his  visitor  ;  ' '  but 
if  you  will  excuse  me  I  will  go  on  working : 
time  is  precious  ;  I  cannot  afford  to  lose  a 
single  half -hour." 

"  No,  of  course  not ;  but  are  you  not  work- 
ing too  hard  ? — you  look  tired  and  worn  ;  do 
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you  allow  yourself  sufficient  rest  ? '  asked 
the  new-comer.  "  You  would  be  more  likely 
to  win  fame  if  you  applied  yourself  less 
diligently." 

"  I  do  not  want  fame  :  I  have  long  given 
up  hopes  of  attaining  it,"  interrupted 
Claude,  speaking  almost  irritably  in  his  ex- 
citement. "  I  want  money,  and  money  I  must 
have  if  I  work  day  and  night.  What  I  must 
strive  to  do  is  to  produce  pictures  that  will 
sell  well,  and  leave  the  fame  and  distinction 
to  those  who  possess  more  genius  than  I  do." 

"I  see  how  it  is,"  said  Donato,  glancing 
up  quickly,  and  fixing  his  piercing  black 
eyes  on  Claude's  face;  "you  are  anxious  to 
marry, — that  is  the  reason  of  this  sudden 
desire  for  money.     What  a   pity,    at   your 


age  ! " 


u 


At  my  age  !  Why,  I  am  above  thirty,'3 
replied  Claude,  gloomily.  "I  have  seen 
others,  much  younger  than  myself,  rising  to 
distinction ;  for  instance,  there  is  that 
pupil  of  mine,  who,  if  he  would  only  apply, 
is  capable  of  great  things.  I  wish  you  would 
try  Avhat  you  can  do  to  induce  him  to  work ; 
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he  has  so  much  natural  talent  that  he  has  ac- 
complished in  a  few  months  more  than  ] 
could  with  years  of  study ;  and  yet  for 
nearly  a  fortnight  his  painting  has  been  un- 
touched, whilst  he  is  wandering  about  the 
country  with  his  friends." 

"I  know  him  well/'  replied  Donato ; 
"  there  are  not  many  young  men  of  talent 
who  escape  my  notice.  Do  not  mind  if  he 
is  idle  at  first ;  depend  upon  it,  it  will  come 
right  in  the  end  ;  we  shall  all  be  proud  to 
know  him  some  day." 

Claude  Montieth  looked  up  into  his 
visitor's  face  with  some  amazement.  Years 
before,  when  he  himself  had  been  a  student 
in  London,  he  had  met  Donato,  who,  as  one 
of  the  rising  artists  of  the  da)',  had  been  en- 
abled to  show  him  kindness  and  give  him 
advice.  Claude  had  been  proud  of  his  ac- 
quaintance, and,  on  his  coming  to  Home,  had 
sought  out  his  old  patron.  Therefore  it 
was  no  little  surprise  to  him  to  find  that  his 
pupil  Ivor  had  already  found  his  way  to  the 
great  artist's  studio. 

"  Ivor  never  tells  me  anything  about  his 


SISTER   VERONICA.  157 

doings,"  he  said  to  himself,    as  a  pang  of 
jealousy  entered  his  heart. 

Perhaps  it  was  natural,  for  Ivor's  superi- 
ority admitted  of  no  doubt;  and  Claude  had 
looked  forward  to  the  time  when  his  pupil's 
fame  would  reflect  glory  on  himself.  And 
now  to  hear  that  his  genius  was  known  to 
another,  who  would  doubtless  be  the  one  to 
raise  the  promising  young  artist,  caused  a 
feeling  of  regret  which  he  could  not  easily 

overcome. 

Donate  noticed  the  shadow  that  passed 
over  Claude's  face ;  his  keen  eyes  could 
detect  each  fleeting  expression. 

"  Can  he  be  jealous  of  his  young  pupil's 
talents/'  he  thought,  as  he  watched  the 
sudden  flush  and  the  averted  eyes,  as  Claude 
bent  closer  over  his  work,  and  appeared  to 
be  carefully  studying  every  line  of  the 
painting. 

Presently  Ivor's  step  was  heard  on  the 
stairs  outside,  and  his  voice  in  conversation 
witli  a  friend. 

"  How  quickly  that  lad  has  picked  up  the 
language ! '    said  the  Italian   artist,    as   the 
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words  Ivor  was  speaking*  reached  his  ear. 
"  He  is  a  splendid  young  fellow.  I  only 
wish  he  was  a  son  of  mine  ;  I  should  glory 
in  him." 

The  old  man's  eyes  glistened  with  admira- 
tion as  they  rested  upon  Ivor,  who  entered 
with  the  noble,  easy  walk  that  was  habitual 
to  him,  his  head  thrown  slightly  back,  with 
a  proud  look  on  his  handsome  face,  as  if  he 
was  born  to  command,  and  was  conscious  of 
the  talents  that  distinguished  him  above 
others  with  whom  he  associated. 

He  nodded  carelessly  to  Claude,  and  then 
passed  on  to  the  visitor,  who  cordially  shook 
hands,  ignoring  the  difference  of  social  posi- 
tion that  separated  them. 

* k  I  am  tired  ;  I  have  been  walking  since 
sunrise.  I  should  think  we  must  have  done 
eighteen  or  twenty  miles,"  he  said,  throwing 
himself  back  into  a  seat.  "It  is  glorious 
weather;  not  too  warm.  Why,  Mr.  Montieth, 
you  do  not  mean  to  say  you  have  been  in 
this  close  room  all  day  ?    What  a  shame  ! ' 

kw  Close  do  you  call  it!"  retorted  Claude. 
"  The  draught  that  comes  through  the  win- 
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clows  is  almost  unbearable.  I  have  certainly 
a  wretched  headache  ;  but  even'  now  and 
then  I  feel  absolutely  cold  and  shivering.  I 
was  longing  just  now  for  a  good  English 
fire." 

"  I  should  imagine  that  you  are  ill !  "  cried 
Ivor,  starting  forward  suddenly.  "  Put  away 
your  palette,  and  come  out  for  a  stroll. 
Why,  just  look  how  your  hand  shakes.  Take 
care  what  you  are  doing.  Come,  do  take 
my  advice  ;  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  looking- 
so' ill !  " 

"  Leave  me  alone  ;  I  am  getting  on  beauti- 
fully. Do  you  hear  me,  Ivor !  "  answered 
Claude,  almost  angrily,  shaking  the  young 
man's  hand  from  his  arm  with  an  irritability 
that  was  foreign  to  his  habits.  "  Go  on  with 
your  own  painting ;  I  am  sure  you  have 
neglected  it  long  enough." 

"  But,  Mr.  Montieth,  I  wish  you  would 
listen  to  reason,"  pleaded  Ivor.  "  You  will 
be  more  likely  to  spoil  it  than  anything  else. 
Leave  work  until  to-morrow." 

"  I  must  go  on  :  I  want  this  picture  to  be 
exhibited ;  I  want  money !  "  Claude  almost 
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shouted.  "  Who  knows  what  may  happen 
before  to-morrow !  Are  you  going  to  obey 
me,  or  not  ?  " 

A  flush  of  resentment  rose  to  Ivor's  brow. 
However,  he  only  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and  turned  to  his  own  easel,  painting  with 
apparent  carelessness  and  ease.  New  and 
fresh  beauties  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  grow 
beneath  his  skilful  brush.  Donato  was 
watching  him  with  interest.  It  was  rarely 
he  had  ever  taken  a  fancy  to  any  one  as  he 
had  to  Ivor,  and  he  regarded  him  with 
undivided  attention,  becoming  gradually 
absorbed  in  the  work,  which,  so  long 
as  he  was  employed  at  it,  occupied  his 
whole  soul,  but  which  he  was  so  apt  to 
neglect. 

Presently  they  grew  interested  in  conversa- 
tion ;  at  least,  whilst  Ivor  talked  Donato 
was  quietly  listening,  marvelling  all  the 
while  at  the  vivid  description  that  the  young 
man  was  giving  of  the  varied  scenes  that  he 
and  his  companions  had  beheld  that  day. 
There  was  something  irresistibly  attractive 
in   the  way  in  which    Ivor   could    describe 
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scenery ;  nothing  seemed  to  escape  his 
notice,  or  to  pass  unheeded  before  his  quick, 
vigilant  eye,  and  all  was  told  in  well-chosen 
language,  that  bespoke  innate  refinement, 
strange  in  one  who  had  been  brought  up  as 
Ivor  had  been. 

The  sound  of  a  half -articulate  cry  for  help, 
and  then  a  heavy  fall  on  the  floor,  caused  them 
both  to  turn  round  suddenly  ;  and  there  lay 
Claude  Montieth,  motionless  and  apparently 
lifeless,  his  hand  still  clutching  the  brush 
with  which  he  had  worked  up  to  the  last, 
painting  with  feverish  eagerness  until  he  had 
fallen,  completely  overcome  by  fatigue  and 
overwork. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment  for  Ivor 
to  fling  down  his  palette  and  spring  forward 
to  his  friend's  assistance.  He  raised  Claude's 
head,  and  dashed  some  water  into  his  face, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  he  had  the  satisfaction 
of  seeing  the  heavy  eyes  unclose,  and  then 
he  perceived,  for  the  first  time,  how  thin  and 
pale  his  face  was,  how  wasted  and  feeble  he 
looked,  who  had  lately  been  so  full  of 
health. 

VOL.  II.  M 
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1  c  Oh,  why  have  I  never  seen  it  before 
Why  have  I  been  so  wrapped  up  in  my  own 
pleasure  that  I  could  not  see  how  my  friend 
was  wasting  away,  ruining  his  health  with 
hard  work ! "  was  the  first  thought  that 
flashed  through  Ivor's  mind. 

"  Ivor,  what  is  the  matter  with  me  ?  what 
has  happened  ?':  asked  Claude,  in  a  strangely 
altered  voice,  attempting  to  rise  to  his  feet, 
but  he  staggered  back,  and  would  have  fallen 
again  if  Ivor  had  not  thrown  his  strong  arm 
round  him,  and  supported  him  to  a  couch. 
His  head  fell  back,  and  for  a  few  minutes 
the  look  of  insensibility  returned  to  his 
face. 

Donato  approached  nearer.  "  What  can 
have  caused  this  ?  He  must  be  unaccountably 
feeble,"  he  said,  glancing  inquiringly  towards 
Ivor. 

Again  Claude  tried  to  rouse  himself.  He 
sat  ivp,  and  looked  around  with  a  bewildered 
air.  Then,  before  Ivor  could  prevent  him, 
he  rose  to  his  feet,  and  moved  towards  his 
easel. 

"  How   foolish  of   me!'    he   said,  feebly 
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pressing  his  hand  to  his  forehead.  "  I  turned 
giddy  all  in  a  moment.  I  feel  better 
now." 

The  unearthly  pallor  on  his  face  alarmed 
Ivor.  l  Mr.  Montieth,  you  mast  rest,"  he 
cried,  earnestly.  "  You  have  fainted  from 
nothing  but  terrible  fatigue.  Indeed  you 
ought  to  give  up." 

u  Nonsense.  I  suppose  it  is  the  heat," 
answered  Claude,  quietly,  with  a  ghastly 
attempt  at  a  smile.  "  Now  I  come  to  think 
of  it,  it  is  very  hot.  Just  open  the  window, 
will  you  ?  " 

"  Come  here,  Montieth,"  said  Donato, 
authoritatively,  taking  hold  of  his  arm. 
u  You  must  come  straight  to  bed ;  and  I  will 
call  in  a  physician.  You  are  not  in  a  fit 
state  for  more  work." 

"  No,  no,"  vehemently  replied  Claude.  "  I 
shall  be  all  right  in  an  hour  or  two.  I  am 
only  weak,  and,  as  you  seem  to  wish  it,  I 
will  rest  on  the  sofa  for  a  short  time;  but  I 
shall  not  have  a  medical  man." 

"I  do  not  intend  to  leave  here  until  I  see 
you    safe    in    bed  "    was    the    firm    answer. 
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"Leave  all  to  me,  and  I  will  put  up  your 
painting'  materials." 

Claude  was  reallv  too  weak  to  make  much 
opposition.  He  suffered  Ivor  to  lead  him 
from  the  room,  feeling  not  altogether  sorry 
for  the  rest  that  was  so  grateful  to  his  aching- 
limbs  and  throbbing  brow.  "  Do  not  allow 
him  to  send  for  a  physician,"  he  said,  as  he 
laid  his  head  on  the  pillow  and  closed  his 
eyes,  as  if  to  try  and  obtain  relief  from  the 
intense  weariness  that  was  overwhelming 
him. 

Ivor  bent  over  him  with  anxious  solicitude. 
There  was  something  that  was  to  him  un- 
accountable in  the  look  of  the  sick  mans 
face,  and  a  sudden  feeling  of  undefined  fear 
seized  him.  But  Donate  had  followed  him 
into  the  room.  "Come  away  now,"  he 
whispered.  "Entire  rest  will  soon  set  Mr. 
Montieth  up  again.  I  wonder  what  is  the 
reason  of  the  infatuation  that  has  induced 
him  to  work  himself  into  this  state  ? ' 

"  You  do  not  know  how  hard  lie  has 
toiled/'  exclaimed  Ivor,  as  they  both  quitted 
Claude's  bed-room.     "All  night,   1  believe, 
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he  is  walking  up  and  down,  never  resting", 
and  at  daybreak  he  is  at  work  again.  He  is 
clever  enough  to  meet  with  more  success 
than  he  does ;  but  he  has  endured  great 
disappointments, — his  pictures  will  not  sell 
well."  As  he  spoke  he  looked  towards  the 
painting  at  which  Claude  had  been  employed 
so  few  minutes  before,  and  a  shade  of  per- 
plexity crossed  his  face.  "  I  cannot  make  it 
out,'-  he  resumed.  "  Mr.  Montieth  ought  to 
do  better.  He  is  a  good  artist  at  heart,  and 
yet  there  is  something  aggravating!}'  cold 
and  hard  looking  in  his  painting.  It  is  my 
belief  he  tries  too  hard,  and  fails  in  the 
endeavour  to  do  more  than  he  is  capable  of." 

"  Ah,  poor  fellow  !  "  ejaculated  Donato,  "  I 
am  afraid  that  it  is  all  over  with  him  as  an 
artist.  When  first  I  met  him  lie  gave  pro- 
mise of  some  cleverness,  but  my  hopes  of 
him  are  strangely  disappointed.  It  is  not 
altogether  want  of  strength  that  prevents 
him  fulfilling  the  promise  of  his  youth." 

"Then    you    do  not  think  him  clever?' 
said  Ivor,  interrogatively. 

"  He   is   not   a   genius,"    was   the  reply, 
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"  and  will  never  make  his  fortune  as  an 
artist,  which,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  seems  to  be 
his  hope." 

"  And  he  has  reason  in  wishing*  to  get 
rich,"  eagerly  exclaimed  Ivor.  "  The  young 
lady  to  whom  he  is  engaged  is  not  happy  in 
her  home,  and  he  is  therefore  anxious  to  be 
able  to  marry  as  soon  as  possible.  You 
speak  as  if  you  blame  Mr.  Montieth.  If  you 
only  knew  him  better  you  would  not  do  so  ; 
and  all  the  while  he  has  been  working  so 
nard  it  has  not  been  for  himself  but  for 
others ;  and  now  it  has  come  to  this.  I 
cannot  help  fearing  that  he  is  going  in  for 
a  terrible  illness.  I  wish  it  had  been  me 
instead  of  him  to  whom  this  had  happened." 

u  Do  not  give  way  like  this,"  said  Donato, 
reassuringly,  surprised  at  Ivor's  evident  dis- 
tress. "  He  is  completely  overtired.  A  few 
days'  rest,  and  it  will  be  all  right.  Leave 
him  to  sleep  quietly,  and  in  an  hour  or  so 
go  in  and  see  how  he  is  getting  on." 

In  another  minute  the  old  man  had  <rone 
from  the  room,  leaving  Ivor  alone. 

It  was  evident  that  Claude  Montieth  was 
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suffering  from  the  effects  of  the  constant 
work,  that  had  told  on  a  naturally  delicate 
constitution  ;  and  that  rest  would  soon  effect 
a  cure  appeared  to  Ivor  a  certainty ;  there- 
fore he  bore  in  mind  Donato's  warning  not 
to  disturb  his  friend,  and,  taking  up  a  book 
that  was  lying  about,  was  soon  absorbed  in 
its  contents.  Thus  an  hour  went  by,  and  it 
was  not  until  he  looked  at  his  watch  that  he 
discovered  how  the  time  was  passing. 

"  I  will  go  in  and  see  if  Mr.  Montieth  still 
sleeps,"  he  said,  throwing  aside  his  book, 
and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  words,  he 
crossed  the  landing  and  entered  Claude's 
room.  His  face  was  turned  away.  For  the 
first  moment  Ivor  thought  he  was  quietly 
asleep,  and  was  about  to  retreat  when  Claude 
raised  his  head. 

"  Ivor,  is  that  you?  Do  not  leave  me," 
he  asked,  in  a  voice  that  was  scarcely  recog- 
nizable. 

He  could  say  no  more.  Ivor  was  horror- 
stricken  at  the  look  on  Ids  pale  face, 
and  the  wild  expression  in  the  bloodshot 
eyes. 
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It  needed  only  one  second's  thought,  and, 
running  downstairs  with  a  beating  heart,  he 
entered  the  room  of  a  young  Englishman 
with  whom  he  had  some  slight  acquaintance, 
who  lodged  in  the  same  house. 

Startled  at  the  unexpected  appearance  of 
Ivor,  looking  pale  and  alarmed,  the  occupant 
of  the  room  sprang  to  his  feet,  uttering  an 
exclamation  of  wonder. 

"  What  is  the  matter?"  he  cried,  hurriedlv, 
fearful  of  some  unknown  danger. 

"  Mr.  Montieth  is  ill — dying,  I  am  afraid. 
I  cannot  think  what  has  happened  to  him. 
I  dare  not  leave  him  alone  ! "  exclaimed  Ivor. 
' i  I  came  to  you  first,  Hamilton,  to  ask  you 
to  go  for  a  surgeon." 

"  Certainly  I  will,"  readily  responded  the 
Englishman,  rising  as  he  sjooke.  "I  hope  it 
is  nothing  serious.  Go  back  to  the  invalid, 
and  I  '11  promise  to  return  almost  directly 
with  the  cleverest  medical  man  in  Rome." 

Hastily  expressing  his  thanks,  Ivor  returned 
to  Claude's  bedside,  waiting  in  an  agon}'  of 
apprehension  until  he  heard  the  return  of  his 
messenger,  who  came  back  in  an  incredibly 
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short    space    of    time,    accompanied    by   a 

surgeon. 

On  the  face  of  the  latter  was  a  grave  look 
when  lie  beheld  Claude's  condition.  Ivor 
watched  his  expression  with  unspeakable 
dread,  for  he  perceived  there  the  confirmation 
of  his  worst  fears. 

Before  night,  Claude  was  raving  in  the 
delirium  of  brain-fever,  totally  unconscious  of 
all  that  was  going  on  around  him.  His  eyes 
rested  on  Ivor's  face  without  a  sign  of  recog- 
nition. At  one  time  he  fancied  himself  in  his 
own  home  at  St.  Hilda's,  and  in  the  wander- 
ing thoughts  to  which  he  gave  utterance  could 
be  heard  the  frequent  recurrence  of  Sybil's 
name.  And  then  the  calmer  thoughts  faded 
away,  and  gave  place  to  wild  frenzy  and  in- 
articulate ravings. 

It  was  not  until  he  saw  him  stricken  down 
with  illness  and  suffering  that  Ivor  discovered 
how  attached  he  had  grown  to  his  master. 
It  went  to  his  heart  to  hear  the  appeals  for 
the  help  thai  lie  was  powerless  to  give,  and 
in  vain  he  turned  to  the  surgeon  to  try  and 
glean  some  hope  from  his  expression. 
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"  Do  you  think  lie  will  live,  Signor 
Boccacio  ?  "  he  asked,  with  a  whole  world  of 
anxiety  in  his  tone,  as  the  surgeon  prepared 
to  take  his  leave. 

Louis  Hamilton  still  lingered  in  the  room, 
his  sympathies  fully  aroused  for  his  suffering 
countryman. 

"  To-morrow  evening  I  shall  be  better 
able  to  answer  that  question,"  was  the  reply. 
i '  At  present  he  is  very  ill.  I  ought  to  have 
been  called  in  long  before  this." 

Ivor's  heart  sank  at  this  speech;  self-reproach 
stung  him.  If  he  had  listened  to  Claude's 
appeals,  and  not  spent  so  much  of  his  time  in 
pleasure,  he  would  have  noticed  how  rapidly 
his  friend's  health  was  failing — how  each  day 
he  had  been  growing  more  and  more  feeble. 

"It  is  my  fault ;  I  should  have  paid  more 
attention  to  him,  -knowing  how  far  from 
strong  he  was,"  he  exclaimed  aloud  to 
Hamilton,  when  they  were  once  more  alone. 
"  I  might  have  known  what  it  would  have 
been — that  he  would  work  himself  to  his 
grave.  Perhaps,  if  I  had  been  here,  I  might 
have  persuaded  him  to  take  some  rest." 
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In  vain  Louis  Hamilton  tried  to  cheer  him 
up.  Ivor  was  hopelessly  depressed,  all  the 
time,  however,  unwearying' in  his  endeavours 
to  mitigate  Claude's  sufferings. 

The  darkness  of  the  night  came  on,  and 
Ivor  kept  solitary  watch  by  the  sick  man's 
bedside,  listening,  with  all  his  senses  painfully 
on  the  alert,  to  each  moan  of  pain  that  issued 
from  the  sufferer's  lips.  Claude  was  quieter 
just  then  ;  the  ravings  had  ceased  through 
weakness,  and  given  place  to  unconscious 
stupor  that  was  even  more  terrible  to 
witness. 

A  low  gentle  knock  at  the  door  caused 
Ivor  to  start  up  suddenly  with  surprise  at  the 
break  in  the  unearthly  stillness.  He  silently 
opened  it,  and,  in  the  gloom  outside,  per- 
ceived a  dark  figure  who,  with  a  grave, 
sweet  voice  addressed  him, — 

"  I  have  been  sent  here  by  Signor  Boccacio. 
Can  you  tell  me  where  to  find  the  English 
artist  who  is  ill  ?  I  am  a  nurse  from  the 
convent." 

"  He  is  here  in  this  room.  Oh,  I  am  so 
glad  you  have  come  !  "  cried  Ivor,  gratefully 
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holding  open  the   door  for  the  new-comer  to 
pass  in. 

As  she  stood  in  the  light  he  perceived  that 
she  was  a  tall,  thin,  quiet-looking,  elderly 
lady,  with  mild  grey  eyes,  clear  chiselled 
features  that  must  have  been  beautiful  in  her 
youth,  and  grey  hair,  plainly  drawn  back 
from  a  wide  but  low  forehead.  It  was  a 
face  of  i^erfect  repose — one  that  instantly  pro- 
duced in  Ivor's  mind  a  feeling  of  trust. 

He  had  seen  her  before,  and  immediately 
recognized  her  as  Sister  Veronica,  an  inmate 
of  a  neighbouring  convent,  who  gave  up  her 
whole  life  to  works  of  kindness  and  charity. 

"  I  heard  of  your  trouble,  so  I  came  to  see 
if  I  could  be  of  any  assistance,"  she  went  on 
to  say,  in  the  same  quiet  accents,  but  speak- 
ing this  time  in  English,  as  she  raised  her 
eyes  scrutinizingly  to  Ivor's  face.  Her  own 
flushed  over  for  a  second,  and  then  turned 
paler  than  before,  and  a  half -frightened  look 
came  into  her  eyes;  but  she  quickly  recovered 
her  self-possession,  and  moved  to  Claude's 
bedside. 

There  was  something  irresistibly  soothing 
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in  the  calm,  self-possessed  manner  which 
served  to  abate  Ivor's  intense  anxiety.  The 
lonely,  helpless  feeling  that  had  seemed 
almost  unendurable  whilst  he  had  felt  so 
powerless  to  alleviate  Claude's  sufferings  had 
now  disappeared  with  the  knowledge  that 
the  greatest  care  and  good  nursing  would  be 
lavished  on  him. 

"  How  can  I  thank  you  sufficiently  for  this 
kindness ! '  he  exclaimed,  with  heartfelt 
earnestness.  "It  is  indeed  good  of  you  to 
come  to  strangers  and  foreigners  like  Ave  are." 

©  © 

"That  is  the  reason  I  came,"  was  the 
reply:  "the  very  fact  of  your  being  strangers 
made  me  anxious  to  help  you,  and  especially 
as  I  believe  you  are  both  Englishmen.  I  am 
always  rejoiced  when  I  am  able  to  assist 
those4  of  my  own  country-  Although  I  live 
in  the  convent  I  have  not  completely  given 
up  all  interest  in  the  outer  world,  and  I  am 
pleased  to  meet  those  who  can  revive  old 
associations." 

As  she  spoke,  the  sad  look  that  seemed 
habitual  relaxed,  and  gave  place  to  a  quiet 
smile  as  she  moved  noiselessly  about  the  room. 
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All  through  the  night  the  watchers  re- 
mained by  the  bedside,  listening  to  the 
inarticulate  ravings  of  the  fever-stricken 
man.  Before  morning  dawned  he  became 
calmer ;  but  only  for  a  short  time.  Signor 
Boccacio  came  early ;  the  patient  was  worse, 
he  declared,  and  before  he  took  his  departure 
lie  called  Ivor  to  him,  and  recommended  him 
to  write  to  Claude's  friends  and  tell  them  of 
his  imminent  danger. 

Sadly  the  young  man  returned  to  the  sick- 
room, and  repeated  the  surgeon's  words  to 
Sister  Veronica. 

"  How  can  I  write ! ';  he  exclaimed,  as  the 
heart-rending  accents  of  the  dying  man  (for, 
to  all  appearance  Claude  was  dying)  smote 
on  his  ear,  calling  aloud  for  Sybil,  entreating 
those  around  him  not  to  keep  her  away; 
"how  can  I  let  her  know  of  this!  It  will 
break  her  heart;  and  it  was  for  her  sake  that 
lie  worked  so  hard." 

As  he  spoke  Ivor  turned  away  his  head, 
unable  to  bear  the  look  of  intense  anguish  on 
Claude's  face. 

"  Ivor,  I  am  dying! '    moaned  the  invalid, 
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recognizing'  for  a  moment  his  pupil's  voice. 
"  Do  not  let  Sybil  grieve  for  me ;  tell  licr  I 
thought  of  her,  and,  oh,  I  did  so  wish  to 
live  for  her  sake  !  Write  to  her — tell  her  to 
come !  Sybil,"  here  his  voice  changed  to 
one  of  painful  entreaty,  "do  not  stay  away; 
come  to  me !  Oh,  why  will  you  not  come 
when  I  am  dying  ?  Why  are  they  so  cruel 
as  to  keep  you  from  me  ?  Let  me  go  to  her : 
they  are  ill-treating  her!"  he  shrieked 
wildly,  struggling  to  rise  from  the  bed ;  but 
the  effort  was  too  great  for  his  feeble 
strength ;  he  fell  back  completely  helpless 
and  exhausted,  unable  to  move,  and  total  un- 
consciousness ensued.  It  seemed  to  him 
weeks  and  months  of  mental  agony  and 
torture,  almost  more  than  he  could  bear, 
followed  by  total  prostration.  Occasionally 
moments  of  consciousness  came,  during 
which  lie  knew  Ivor,  and  was  aware  that 
there  was  some  one  else  in  the  room,  always 
at  hand,  always  ready  to  give  him  food  or 
drink,  anticipating  the  slightest  want. 

At  last  the  time  came  when  the  dark  dream- 
pictures    appeared    to    roll    away   from    his 
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mental  vision,  and  he  felt  himself  awake  to 
life  and  reason,  but  so  fearfully  weak  that 
he  could  scarcely  raise  his  hand.  It  was 
like  waking  from  some  horrible  night- 
mare. For  some  time  he  lay  motionless, 
watching  the  movements  of  the  strange 
figure  of  Sister  Veronica,  whom  he  had 
an  indistinct  recollection  of  having  seen 
during  his  brief  moments  of  conscious- 
ness. 

She  was  quick  to  perceive  the  expression 
of  returning  reason,  and  her  exclamation  of 
joyful  surprise  brought  Ivor  instantly  to  the 
bedside. 

"  Speak  to  him ;  he  is  conscious  now,'1  she 
said;  and,  fearing  lest  the  sight  of  a  stranger 
might  alarm  the  invalid,  she  moved  away 
into  the  shade,  where  in  the  dim  twilight  she 
might  not  be  perceived.  But  Claude's 
wandering  senses  were  restored  n<  >w ;  the 
fever  had  left  him,  but  had  robbed  him  of  all 
his  strength. 

"  How  long  have  I  been  ill?'  he  asked, 
quickly,  but  in  a  voice  so  altered  that  it 
caused  Ivor  to  start  with  surprise,  it  was  so 
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different  from  the  sound  of  the  delirious 
ravings. 

Ivor  was  silent,  pondering  in  his  own 
mind.  Ought  he  to  tell  Claude  of  the  long 
fortnight's  struggle  that  he  had  undergone, 
when  they  had  expected  each  hour  to  be  his 
last?  Should  he  tell  him  of  the  interest 
and  anxiety  he  had  excited,  and  that  all  who 
had  known  him  in  Rome,  and  even  many 
total  strangers,  had  been  eager  in  their 
inquiries  and  offers  of  help;  and  all  the  time 
Sister  Veronica,  with  only  Ivor's  assistance, 
had  remained  with  him,  nursing  him  with 
the  skill  and  care  that  had  earned  the  com- 
mendation of  the  English  physician  who 
had  been  called  in  when  he  lay  at  the 
worst  ? 

Claude  was  about  to  repeat  the  question, 
but  Sister  Veronica  hastened  forward. 

"  Mr.  Montieth,  you  must  rest  now,"  she 
said.  "  You  are  recovering,  but  your  illness 
has  rendered  you  very  weak." 

"I  am  weak,  Ivor,  I  am  afraid  I  am 
dying,"  he  whispered,  as  a  sudden  faintness 
oppressed  him.     "  Does  Sybil  know?      Oh, 

VOL.  II.  N 
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that  I  were  able  to  write,  to  break  the 
news!" 

"  She  does  know,"  interrupted  Ivor.  "  I 
wrote  when  first  yon  were  taken  ill,  and  I 
will  write  again  this  evening.  She  must 
know  that  you  are  better." 

"  Yes,  tell  her  I  am  thinking  of  her,  poor 
Sybil !  "  was  the  feeble  response  ;  and  then 
for  a  long  time  Claude  was  silent,  too  weak 
to  speak  or  even  to  think,  but  content  to  lie 
perfectly  still,  with  a  sad,  melancholy  look  on 
his  pale  wasted  features  that  was  most 
painful  to  witness. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

A   NEW   ARRIVAL. 

Black  was  her  garb,  her  rigid  rule 
Beform'd  on  Benedictine  school ; 

Her  cheek  was  pale,  her  form  was  spare ; 
Vigils,  and  penitence  austere, 

Had  early  quench'd  the  light  of  youth, 
But  gentle  was  this  dame,  in  sooth. 

Scott. 

"  I  think  Mr.  Montietli  will  get  well,  now," 
exclaimed  Sister  Veronica,  one  afternoon, 
coming  into  the  room  where  Ivor  was  work- 
ing at  his  picture.  "  Signor  Donato  has 
come  in.  He  insists  that  I  must  lie  down 
and  rest.  He  has  promised  to  remain  in  the 
sick-room,  and,  as  I  cannot  sleep,  I  have 
come  to  be  with  you.  I  can  talk,  whilst  you 
paint." 

Ivor's    face    brightened.     He   and   Sister 
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Veronica  had  become  firm  friends.  The  long 
hours  of  anxious  watching  they  had  sjDent 
together  had  served  to  form  a  strong  friend- 
ship. In  his  loneliness  and  grief  Ivor  had 
found  her  perpetual  quiet  hopefulness  a  great 
rest,  to  rouse  him  from  utter  despondency ; 
and  then  there  was  the  association  with  a 
true  lady,  for  Sister  Veronica  was  a  lady  in 
the  highest  sense  of  the  term,  that  had  an 
ever  fresh  and  perfect  charm  to  him.  She 
also,  on  her  part,  from  pity  for  his  evident 
distress,  had  learnt  to  regard  the  young  man 
with  affection,  as  well  as  admiration  for  the 
talents  that  she  had  not  been  slow  to 
discover,  and  many  were  the  words  of 
counsel  and  advice  she  had  given  him. 
They  had  forcibly  reminded  him  of  what 
Claude  had  so  often  told  him,  when  he  had 
urged  him  to  persevere.  They  were  no 
longer  listened  to  with  contempt ;  they  were 
too  gravely  uttered,  not  to  sink  deep  in  his 
heart,  and  from  that  time  he  resolved  to 
make  up,  by  assiduous  attention  to  his 
studies,  for  the  many  hours  wasted  in  idle- 
ness. 
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"Mr.  Montieth  is  not  inclined  to  talk 
much  to-day,"  continued  Sister  Veronica ; 
"  and  as  Signor  Donato  has  promised  to 
endeavour  to  keep  him  quiet,  should  he 
become  restless,  I  shall  not  be  sorry  for  a 
short  respite  from  nursing.  I  am  quite 
tired." 

"  I  should  think  you  are ;  you  have  had 
so  little  sleep  lately,"  answered  Ivor ;  and, 
drawing  forward  a  sofa,  he  persuaded  her  to 
lie  down  on  it,  whilst  he  settled  himself 
again  to  his  work.  "  How  strange  we  have 
not  heard  from  Miss  Ingram  !  "  he  resumed, 
presently.  "It  is  so  long  since  I  first  wrote. 
I  should  certainly  think  she  would  have 
answered  one,  at  least,  of  my  letters." 

' '  Perhaps  her  friends  wish  to  prevent  her 
continuing  the  engagement,  and  therefore 
will  not  allow  her  to  write,"  replied  Sister 
Veronica,  who  had  learnt  from  Ivor  the 
subject  of  Claude's  delirious  ravings.  "It  is 
very  likely  that,  as  soon  as  Mr.  Montieth  was 
gone,  they  would  be  able  to  gain  power 
over  such  a  young  girl,  and  compel  her  to 
follow  their  wishes." 
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u  Ah,  but  you  do  not  know  Miss  Ingram ! ' 
exclaimed  Ivor.  "  She  is  not  one  to  bear 
even  the  slightest  attempt  at  control ;  as  long 
as  Mr.  Montieth  is  true  to  her  she  will  not 
forsake  him.  From  what  I  have  heard  about 
Mrs.  Melcombe,  her  guardian,  I  should  fancy 
that  she  would  have  been  more  likely  to 
have  intercepted  the  letters.  She  is  capable 
of  it,  I  am  sure.  My  great  fear  is  that  Mr. 
Montieth  will  inquire  if  we  have  heard,  and 
if  we  reveal  the  truth  he  will  grow  uneasy. 
This  is  the  first  week  since  we  have  been 
here  that  has  elapsed  without  bringing  a 
letter  from  her." 

"We  must  hope  for  the  best,"  was  the 
rejDly.  u  Whatever  we  do,  we  must  tell  the 
truth.  If  once  we  begin  to  deceive,  Mr. 
Montieth  will  be  sure  to  suspect  that  we  are 
hiding  something  from  him,  which  will  make 
him  more  uneasy  than  ever.  He  is  still  so 
weak  that  without  the  greatest  care  there 
may  be  a  relapse.  For  my  part,  I  am  not 
at  all  satisfied  about  him  ;  however,  as  Signor 
Boccacio  thinks  he  is  progressing  towards 
recovery,  I  suppose  he  is  right." 
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There  was  an  anxious  expression  as  she 
spoke  that  arrested  Ivor's  attention. 

"  You  are  uneasy  about  him,"  he  said, 
quickly.  "  Please  to  tell  me  your  worst 
fears ;  anything  is  better  than  suspense ;  and 
oh,  you  cannot  think  how  I  feel  for  one  of 
my  kindest  friends,  which  Mr.  Montieth 
most  certainly  is !  " 

"  It  is  the  dreadful  depression  from  which 
he  suffers  that  I  am  troubled  about ;  it  can- 
not all  arise  from  weakness.  He  does  not 
show  the  slightest  inclination  to  talk  ;  he  has 
never  even  asked  who  I  am,  but  preserves 
always  the  same  melancholy  silence." 

"  Perhaps  when  he  feels  his  strength 
returning  it  will  rouse  him,"  remarked  Ivor. 
"Hark!  there  is  some  one  at  the  door.  I 
suppose  it  is  Signor  Boccacio.  How  early 
for  him  to  come  !  "  He  opened  the  door  as 
he  spoke,  and,  uttering  an  exclamation  of 
astonishment,  retreated  two  or  three  paces. 
"Miss  Ingram!  is  it  possible!  can  it  be!' 
he  exclaimed,  turning  pale  with  the  sudden 
surprise. 

Sister  Veronica  hastily  came  forward.     A 
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young  lady  stood  in  the  doorway,  clothed  in 
deep  mourning.  Her  thick  veil  was  thrown 
back,  revealing  a  pale,  anxious  face. 

"How  is  Claude? — does  he  still  live?" 
broke  from  the  white,  trembling  lips,  as  she 
came  eagerly  forward  and  turned  her  eyes 
pleadingly  towards  Sister  Veronica's  face, 
as  if  searching  for  a  look  to  give  her 
hope. 

" My  poor  girl! — yes,  he  still  lives!  He 
is  sensible- — recovering,  we  trust,  now." 

She  drew  Sybil  to  her,  and  folded  her  in 
an  embrace,  and  the  poor  girl,  tired  out 
with  suspense  and  anxiety,  was  only  too  glad 
to  feel  the  shelter  of  the  kind  presence.  She 
let  her  head  droop  on  Sister  Veronica's 
shoulder,  and  sobbed  aloud  in  the  revulsion 
of  feeling,  on  hearing  the  news  that  she  had 
scarcely  dared  to  hope. 

"  Oh,  let  me  go  to  him !  "  she  cried,  look- 
ing up,  at  length,  and  turning  her  tearful 
eyes  towards  Ivor.  "Tell  Claude  that  I 
have  come  all  this  way  alone  to  see  him.  I 
could  not  rest  away,  when  I  knew  he  was 
suffering,"  she  added,  in  explanation,  when 
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she  saw  the  perplexed,  incredulous  looks 
directed  towards  her. 

"  Did  you  come  alone?  Did  Mrs.  Melcombe 
consent?"  asked  Ivor,  wonderingly. 

"  Did  you  think  I  could  stay  away  from 
Claude  when  he  was  so  ill?':  she  retorted. 
"  Of  course  I  did  not  ask  Mrs.  Melcombe's 
consent,  or  I  certainly  should  not  have  been 
here  now." 

There  was  so  much  of  her  old  defiant 
manner  in  this  last  speech  that  Ivor  could 
scarcely  repress  a  smile.  Just  then  Donato 
appeared  at  the  open  door ;  he  glanced  keenly 
towards  Sybil. 

"  Mr.  Montieth  has  recognized  your  voice," 
he  said,  addressing  her  before  Ivor  had  time 
to  explain  who  she  was.  "  He  is  asking  to 
see  you." 

Sybil  made  a  step  forward,  and  then 
turned  half  shyly  to  Sister  Veronica.  "  Shall 
I  find  him  much  altered?"  she  asked, 
trembling  in  every  limb  with  eager  excite- 
ment ;  all  in  a  moment,  everything  appeared 
to  be  turning  round ;  she  instinctively  put 
out  her  hand  to  save  herself  from  falling. 
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u  You  are  tired  and  faint ;  can  you  bear 
the  meeting  just  at  jDresent  ?"  asked  Donato, 
compassionately,  for  he  noticed  how  pale  she 
had  turned. 

"  No !  I  am  all  right,"  she  answered, 
bracing  up  all  her  energies  ;  "  but  the  journey 
is  tiring.  I  have  been  so  anxious  all  the  time. 
Indeed,  I  would  rather  see  Claude  now!" 

With  a  beating  heart,  and  her  senses 
confused  by  the  suddenness  of  all  that  had 
happened,  she  followed  Sister  Veronica  into 
the  other  room.  Claude  had  half  raised  him- 
self in  bed,  and  was  waiting  for  her  with  an 
expression  of  eager  expectancy.  He  held 
out  his  arms  as  she  came  towards  him,  and 
in  another  moment  she  was  folded  in  his  close 
embrace,  and  his  lips  were  pressed  to  hers. 

"  Oh,  Sybil,  my  dearest !  I  never  expected 
this  happiness,"  he  cried,  in  a  voice  that 
revealed  the  intensity  of  his  emotion. 

Sister  Veronica,  who  had  also  entered  the 
room,  turned  away  her  head  to  hide  the  tears 
that  rose  to  her  eyes  ;  there  was  something 
in  the  meeting  that  touched  a  chord  in  her 
memory,    vividly   recalling    the    past.     She 
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advanced,    and   laid    her    hand   on    Sybil's 
shoulder  with  a  gentle  pressure. 

"  You  must  be  calm  ;  do  not  agitate  him," 
she  whispered,  and  her  lips  trembled  as  she 
uttered  the  words. 

Sybil  raised  her  head,  still  keeping  hold  of 
Claude's  hand,  and  for  the  first  time  she 
looked  searchingly  into  his  face ;  it  was 
flushed  with  joy. 

"  You  must  get  well,  now  I  have  come," 
she  said.  "  Oh,  Claude,  you  must  not  let 
me  leave  you  again,  I  cannot  bear  it ;  you 
do  not  know  what  I  have  suffered  since  we 
parted." 

"I  know  it,  I  know  it,  my  darling.  Do 
you  imagine  I  have  not  felt  for  you  through 
it  all?"  exclaimed  Claude,  sinking  back 
amongst  the  pillows.  "  I  have  worked, 
toiled,  and  striven  for  your  sake,  and  now  it 
has  come  to  this.  Oh,  why  did  you  come  ! 
Why  did  you  not  leave  me  to  die  alone  when 
we  know  what  it  must  come  to,  only  I  cannot 
have  strength  to  say  it ;  we  know  it  must 
end  in  misery  and  separation !  " 

"  But  why  should  we  separate?     I  have 
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come  to  stay  with  you ;  I  shall  not  leave  you 
until  you  are  strong  and  well  again.  Claude ! 
surely  you  will  not  be  cruel  enough  to  drive 
me  away  V  cried  Sybil,  looking  down  at  his 
face,  that  had  again  turned  deathly  pale. 
"  You  are  going  to  get  well — I  am  sure  you 
are !  Oh,  say  that  you  will  try  and  recover ! ' 
she  went  on,  in  pleading  accents. 

"Hush!  be  quiet',  my  love! — this  only 
makes  it  worse  to  bear.  If  I  had  not  been 
so  cowardly  I  ought  to  have  explained  long 
ago.  Sybil,  you  may  as  well  know  the  truth 
now  :  I  cannot  afford  to  marry ! " 

Claude  averted  his  face,  and  deep,  heart- 
felt sobs  choked  his  utterance.  With  a 
bewildered  expression,  Sybil  looked  round. 
Sister  Veronica  had  gone  from  the  room ;  she 
wrung  her  hands  in  speechless  dread. 

"Claude,  Claude!"  she  cried,  and  her 
voice  rose  with  the  painful  intensity  of  her 
emotion,  "look  up — do  not  turn  away, 
unless  you  wish  to  break  my  heart !  Are 
you  angry  with  me  for  coming  ?  Oh,  forgive 
me ! — it  was  all  for  love  of  you.: 


V 


With  an  effort  Claude  raised  himself,  and 
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turned  his  pale,  quivering  face  towards  her. 
"  You  are  trying  me  more  than  I  can  bear,"  he 
murmured.  "  My  Sybil,  don't  you  know  that 
I  am  a  poor  man  ?  What  this  illness  has  cost 
I  have  no  idea,  but  it  will  leave  me  im- 
poverished, and  I  am  certain  that  my  power 
is  all  gone  now;  my  career  as  an  artist  is 
over.  Do  you  think  I  can  be  so  base  as  to 
allow  you  to  share  my  life  of  poverty?  I 
shall  never  be  the  same  man  again.  My 
friend  Donato,  who  was  with  me  just  now, 
has  broken  the  news  to  me.  What  would  the 
world  say  if  I  married  you  knowing  myself 
to  be  a  ruined  man  ?  " 

"  Don't  say  any  more,  Claude ! "  interrupted 
Sybil,  forcing  back  her  tears.  "  If  you  are 
weak,  I  am  strong  and  able  to  work ;  and  I 
am  rich,  too — at  least  I  shall  be  so  in  a  few 
years,  for  I  am  certain  that  Mrs.  Melcombe  will 
not  exert  the  power  she  has  to  deprive  me  of 
my  money ;  she  dare  not  do  it,  for  she  must 
know  that  it  was  through  her  misrepresenta- 
tions that  my  father  altered  his  will :  and 
what  use  can  riches  be  to  me  unless  you  share 
them  ?     As  for  my  opinion  of  what  the  world 
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thinks,  I  have  shown  what  that  is  by  coming 
here  alone." 

"  Does  not  Mrs.  Melcombe  know?     Did 
she  not  relent,  and  permit  you  to  come  ? ' 
asked  Claude. 

"That  is  the  second  time  I  have  been 
asked  that  question,"  exclaimed  Sybil.  "I 
can  see  by  your  face  that  you  blame  me.  I 
know  I  have  not  acted  rightly,  but  what 
could  I  do  ?  When  I  heard  you  were  ill,  I 
thought  Mrs.  Melcombe  might  at  least  show 
sympathy  or  pity,  but  oh,  she  was  worse 
than  ever  !  I  might  have  borne  it,  had  it 
not  been  for  Isabel's  cruelty ;  so  when  I  could 
endure  no  longer  I  ran  away.  At  first  my 
intention  was  to  go  to  Lady  Durant's, 
and  it  was  not  until  I  was  at  the  rail- 
way station  that  I  changed  my  mind  and 
came  to  you ;  and  now  that  I  am  here  you 
want  to  drive  me  away !  ' '  she  added,  almost 
petulantly. 

"It  is  no  use,  Sybil,  I  cannot  do  it! 
Whether  it  is  right  or  wrong,  I  cannot  part 
with  you.  Forgive  me,  my  own  loved  one, 
if  I  have  given  you  pain ! J    cried  Claude, 
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drawing  Sybil's  face  down  to  his.  "  My 
love  is  too  strong  to  give  way  to  any  con- 
siderations." 

His  voice  failed  through  weakness,  and 
for  some  time  he  was  contented  to  lie  quiet, 
holding  Sybil's  hand  in  his,  feeling  happy  in 
her  society,  and  in  the"  knowledge  that  he 
possessed  the  whole  of  her  affection,  that  was 
able  to  endure  so  much  for  his  sake.  Pre- 
sently Sister  Veronica  reappeared.  The 
interview  had  been  long  enough  for  Claude's 
strength,  she  said,  and  Sybil  would  need  rest 
and  refreshment  after  her  journey. 

"  Good-bye,    my   true-hearted    darling  ! ' 
exclaimed    the   invalid,    as    Sybil    bent    to 
receive   his   kiss.     "  How   can  I   show   my 
gratitude  to  you  ?  " 

"  By  getting  strong  as  soon  as  possible," 
Sybil  replied,  with  a  smile ;  and  then,  turning 
to  Sister  Veronica,  she  added,  "I  have 
been  tormenting  myself  all  this  time, 
fancying  Claude  would  be  alone,  with 
nobody  to  nurse  him  through  her  illness.  I 
do  not  know  how  to  thank  you  sufficiently." 
Her  voice  faltered,  and  when  she  raised  her 
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eyes  they  were  filled  with  tears  of  grati- 
tude. 

"Do  not  thank  me,"  interrupted  Sister 
Veronica,  hastily.  "  I  would  do  the  same 
for  the  poorest  stranger.  I  have  heard  of 
you  before,  and  know  enough  to  make  me 
feel  interest  in  you  already,  and  I  am  only 
too  glad  to  find  any  one  who  feels  the  affec- 
tion for  Mr.  Montieth  that  he  deserves." 

Sybil  returned  to  the  other  room,  where 
Ivor  and  Donato  were  awaiting  her  re- 
apj)earance.  The  former  had  improvised  a 
tempting-looking  meal. 

"I  was  sure  you  would  be  hungry,  Miss 
Ingram,"  he  said,  noticing  that  her  face 
brightened  at  the  sight  of  the  good  fare.  He 
drew  an  easy-chair  near  to  the  table,  and, 
pouring  out  a  cup  of  tea,  handed  it  to  her. 

"It  looks  pleasant  to  see  an  English  meal 
in  this  foreign  land,"  she  said,  glancing 
round  the  room  at  the  incongruous  medley 
of  things  assembled  there,  models  and  cos- 
tumes heaped  together  in  untidy  confusion, 
half-finished  pictures  placed  against  the 
wall,    empty    colour-tubes    flung    here    and 
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there,  and  Claude's  easel  pushed  away  into  a 
far  corner  to  make  more  room  for  the  ever- 
increasing  assemblage  of  confusion. 

16  You  see,  I  never  expected  your  arrival, 
or  I  should  have  made  some  preparation,  and 
I  could  have  restored  the  room  to  some  little 
order,"  said  Ivor,  apologetically,  when  he 
saw  her  expression  of  dismay. 

"  I  suppose  I  should  have  sent  you  word 
that  I  was  coming,"  exclaimed  Sybil,  raising 
her  eyes  from  her  plate  ;  "  but  I  was  so 
anxious  and  unhappy  that  I  forgot  every- 
thing except  my  desire  to  reach  Rome  as 
quickly  as  possible.  You  can't  imagine  how 
terribly  your  letter  alarmed  me  !  ' 

Donato  approached  nearer  on  hearing  her 
last  words. 

"  Excuse  me,  Miss  Ingram,"  he  said,  "  but 
it  seems  unaccountable  to  our  notions  that  a 
young  lady  should  be  allowed  to  come  all 
this  way  without  attendance.  Your  friends 
should  not  have  permitted  it." 

Sybil  blushed  painfully  beneath  his 
scrutinizing  gaze. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  do  wrong,"  she  stam- 

VOL.  II.  O 
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mered.  "It  was  so  hard  to  be  away  from 
Claude  when  he  was  suffering.  If  my  poor 
father  had  lived  he  would  not  have  kept  me 
from  him  ;  he  would  have  come  with  me  him- 
self. I  am  sure  I  do  not  think  you  ought  to 
blame  me.  You  do  not  know  me.  I  have  not 
come  to  be  a  useless  creature ;  I  intend  to 
help  to  nurse  Claude  until  he  recovers.  I 
shall  not  get  tired ;  I  can  sit  up  night  and 
day  and  not  feel  it.  You  have  only  to  try 
me,"  she  added,  with  tears  of  vexation 
standing  in  her  eyes. 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  I  did  not  intend  to 
blame  you,"  said  the  old  man,  kindly.  "I 
was  merely  surprised — more  at  your  courage, 
than  anything  else,  in  daring  to  undertake 
the  journey." 

"Is  it  anything  so  very  extraordinary?" 
asked  Sybil.  "  Of  course  I  felt  nervous 
and  frightened  at  first.  I  have  never  been 
accustomed  to  travelling,  but  everybody  was 
very  kind  in  helping  and  advising  me  what 
to  do." 

Before  Sybil  had  finished  her  meal  Signor 
Boccacio   entered   the   room.     He    glanced 


A    NEW  AREIVAL.  195 

inquiringly  towards  Sybil,  surprised  at  the 
sight  of  a  young  lady  in  conversation  with 
the  artist.     Ivor  instantly  introduced  her. 

"  Miss  Ingram  has  offered  to  help  Sister 
Veronica/'  he  said,  as  he  accompanied  the 
surgeon  to  Claude's  room. 

The  invalid  looked  up  eagerly  as  they 
entered,  expecting  to  see  Sybil ;  his  coun- 
tenance fell  a  little  when  he  perceived  who 
they  were. 

"Ivor,  have  you  seen  that  Miss  Ingram 
has  everything  she  wants  ?  I  hope  you  have 
given  her  something  to  eat,"  he  asked,  with- 
out heeding  Signor  Boccacio's  inquiries  after 
his  health.  "  As  I  cannot  see  after  her  my- 
self, you  must  do  all  you  can  to  welcome  her 
properly.  I  wish  I  could  have  foreseen  this. 
How  strange  and  comfortless  she  will  find 
our  present  quarters,  accustomed  as  she  has 
been  to  every  luxury!  " 

"  As  Miss  Ingram  has  come  all  this  dis- 
tance to  be  with  you,  she  certainly  feels 
herself  able  to  put  up  with  some  trifling 
discomforts,"  said  Sister  Veronica,  coldly. 
"  You  do  her  injustice  when  you  imagine  she 
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will  feel  it.  It  is  foolish  of  her  to  have  come  ; 
but  now  she  is  here  we  shall  all  endeavour  to 
make  her  as  comfortable  as  possible." 

"  Thank  you,  I  know  you  will,"  replied 
Claude,  gratefully. 

There  was  a  cloud  on  Sister  Veronica's 
calm,  placid  face  as  she  moved  away,  and  a 
pang  that  was  akin  to  jealousy  smote  through 
her  heart.  "  Every  thought  is  for  Sybil!' 
she  said  to  herself.  "  All  his  anxiety  is  for 
her  welfare  and  comfort,  whilst  I,  who  have 
voluntarily  given  up  so  much  time  to  nursing 
him,  am  forgotten ;  all  gratitude  for  my  self- 
sacrifice  is  put  aside,  when  this  young  girl 
comes.  But  it  must  always  be  so :  I  must  go 
on  and  endure,  whilst  others  receive  all  the 
thanks  and  smiles." 

Ivor,  watching  her  from  his  position  by 
the  large  uncurtained  window,  noticed  the  ex- 
pression, and  guessed  her  thoughts.  With 
a  feeling  of  pity  he  advanced  nearer  to  her, 


saying, 


p*. 


' l  Can  I  induce  you  to  take  some  rest  ?  I 
will  remain  with  Mr.  Monti eth  ;  surely  he  is 
well  enough  now  to  be  trusted  to  me  for  one 
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night.     I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  looking  so 
wearied  and  worn  out." 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  kind,"  she 
answered,  gratefully  pressing  his  hand. 
"  You  had  better  go  back  to  see  after  Miss 
Ingram;  Mr.  Montieth  seems  to  think  so 
much  of  her  comfort." 

"  Signor  Donato  is  with  her,"  said  Ivor, 
perceiving  a  bitterness  in  her  tone.  "  How- 
ever, he  will  be  wishing  to  take  his  departure, 
and  I  want  to  see  him  before  he  goes." 

Donato  and  Sybil  were  standing  before 
Claude's  unfinished  painting ;  the  young  lady 
was  gazing  at  it  with  attentive  eyes,  regard- 
ing it  closely,  as  if  she  would  fain  discover  the 
artist's  idea.  The  subject  she  could  perceive; 
it  was  a  simple  Italian  scene,  with  a  group  of 
peasants  standing  in  the  foreground,  but  still 
in  so  unfinished  a  condition  that  it  conveyed 
no  idea  to  her  mind  of  what  its  beauties 
would  be  when  completed. 

' i  Poor  Mr.  Montieth  !  he  intended  to  have 
sent  it  for  exhibition  next  month;  now,  of 
course,  all  hope  of  that  is  over,  so  it  must  be 
a  great  disappointment,"  said  Ivor.     "  I  shall 
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have  to  work  hard  to  finish  my  own  picture 
in  time,  and  as  there  is  no  chance  that  Mr.  Mon- 
teith  can  set  to  work  for  many  weeks,  perhaps 
months,  this  will  be  an  additional  blow  to 
him.  I  am  sure  half  his  depression  arises 
from  this  thought,  although  he  never  com- 
plains." 

"  Oh,  how  I  wish  I  was  clever! "  interrupted 
Sybil,  abruptly.  "  I  would  try  and  finish  it 
and  send  it  to  the  exhibition  without  telling 
Claude.  And  suppose  it  was  sold! "  she  added, 
excitedly,  as  the  idea  took  possession  of  her 
imagination.  "  Fancy  the  joy  of  bringing 
the  money  to  him  !  " 

For  a  few  minutes  Ivor  was  silent,  ponder- 
ing. The  girl's  enthusiasm  had  aroused  new 
thoughts ;  a  fierce  struggle  between  friend- 
ship and  the  desire  for  glory  was  going  on  in 
his  mind.  From  the  beginning  of  Claude's 
illness,  when,  at  Donato's  recommendation, 
he  had  first  thought  of  exhibiting  his  own 
work,  the  idea  had  been  uppermost  in  his 
mind,  spurring  him  on  to  unusual  energy ; 
and  now  for  the  first  time  Sybil's  words  had 
led   him    to    think    of    the   disappointment 
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Claude  must  be  enduring  in  addition  to  his 
•sufferings. 

"  Could  I  do  it  ?  "  he  asked,  in  a  low  voice, 
more  as  if  pondering  the  question  over  in  his 
own  mind  than  addressing  his  companions. 
His  head  was  bent,  and  a  flush  rose  to  his 
brow,  for  it  seemed  almost  like  presumption 
in  him  even  to  entertain  the  idea ;  but  Sybil's 
eyes  were  raised  to  his  face  with  a  look  of 
gratitude  that  caused  her  to  look  almost 
beautiful. 

li  Do  you  really  mean  it,  Ivor?"  asked 
Donato,  surprised  at  what  seemed  to  him  an 
unparalleled  act  of  generosity,  knowing  that 
the  sacrifice  would  be  one  that  he  himself 
could  not  have  accomplished. 

"Am  I  capable  of  it?"  asked  the  young 
man.  "  I  believe  that  I  could  do  it ;  but  I 
may  overrate  my  powers." 

"  I  think  that,  without  vanity,  you  can 
answer  the  question  yourself, "replied  Donato, 
who  was  unwilling  to  wound  Sybil's  feelings 
by  oj:>enly  declaring  the  fact  of  Ivor's  superi- 
ority to  his  master.  u  If  you  possess  suffi- 
cient power  of  self-sacrifice,  I  can  only  say  I 
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honour  you  for  the  good  motive  that  prompts 
you,  and  wish  you  every  success  in  your 
career,  which  deserves  to  be  a  noble  one." 

He  wrung  Ivor's  hand  in  silence,  with  ad- 
miration too  deep  for  words,  whilst  the  young 
artist,  with  a  flush  of  enthusiasm  lighting  up 
his  face,  hastily  commenced  his  self-imposed 
task.  A  dreamy,  far-off  look  came  into  his 
eyes ;  in  his  mental  vision  the  completed 
picture  stood  before  him ;  the  insjoiration  of 
genius  inflamed  him  with  new  zeal,  and 
he  began  to  paint  rapidly,  until  the  figures 
literally  appeared  to  start  out  of  the 
canvas. 

Sybil  looked  on  with  speechless  admira- 
tion. Claude  had  taught  her  to  appreciate 
art,  and  the  perfection  of  Ivor's  painting 
surprised  and  delighted  her. 

"  Do  not  mention  this  to  Mr.  Montieth," 
whispered  Donato,  motioning  to  Sybil  to 
move  further  from  the  young  artist.  "It 
will  be  all  right  now.  I  am  very  glad  for 
his  sake,  especially  as  Ivor  is  giving  up  his 
own  chance  of  obtaining  the  renown  that  he 
could  so  easily  win." 
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"  Is  he  cleverer  than  Claude?'  asked 
Sybil,  in  a  disappointed  voice. 

"  He  is,  of  course,  much  younger;  the 
future  will  decide  your  question,"  was  the 
guarded  reply.  "  You  surely  will  not  grudge 
him  success  after  this  !  " 

Sybil  felt  rebuked;  but  when  Donato 
shook  hands  before  he  left,  her  naturally 
buoyant  spirits  had  conquered,  and  for  the 
first  time  since  her  father's  death  she  felt 
peaceful  and  contented. 

Sybil1  s  arrival  brought  fresh  vitality  to 
Claude ;  the  look  of  hopeless  despondency 
gradually  faded  from  his  face ;  her  cheerful 
presence  drove  away  all  gloomy  thoughts. 
By  degrees,  as  time  passed  on,  Sister 
Veronica's  feelings  relented  towards  her, 
for  there  were  few  who  could  withstand 
the  influence  of  her  gentle,  winning  ways. 
Sybil  was  not  the  useless,  helpless  girl  she 
had  first  judged  her  to  be,  but  always  ready 
to  assist,  and  full  of  thought  for  others. 
She  at  length  began  to  regard  her  with 
interest  and  almost  affection. 

"  Have  you  never   considered  that  Miss 
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Ingram  ought  to  write  and  let  her  friends 
know  where  she  is  ?  "  asked  Sister  Veronica, 
addressing  Claude  one  evening.  He  was 
slowly  progressing  towards  recovery,  and 
was  able  to  sit  up  for  a  few  minutes,  sup- 
ported by  pillows. 

"  I  have  certainly  thought  it  ought  to  be 
done  ;  they  must  have  been  uneasy  for  some 
time  about  her  safety,"  answered  Claude. 
"  However,  illness  has  made  a  coward  of 
me;  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  of  losing  her. 
Think  what  she  will  have  to  endure  when 
Mrs.  Melcombe  finds  out  that  she  has  come 
to  me." 

"You  ought  to  be  the  one  to  protect 
her  from  that  persecution.  Cannot  you 
take  her  out  of  the  power  of  her  guardians 
by  marrying  her?  You  do  not  surely 
think  of  allowing  her  to  return  ?  " 
asked  Sister  Veronica,  almost  reproach- 
fully. 

The  entrance  of  Sybil,  with  her  hands 
full  of  flowers,  prevented  her  adding  any 
more ;  but  her  quick  glance  at  the  girl's 
face  informed   her  that  her  words  had  not 


A  NEW  ABRIYAL.  203 

escaped  unheard.     Claude  also  perceived  it, 
and  his  heart  bounded  with  hope. 

"  Sybil,  did  you  hear  what  Sister  Veronica 
was  proposing  ?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  she  answered,  in  a  low  voice,  with- 
out raising  her  eyes  from  the  flowers. 

"And  do  you  consent?"  he  resumed,  in 
such  a  different  tone — one  so  full  of  joy,  that 
she  involuntarily  advanced  nearer. 

"I  do  not  see  why  it  should  not  be  so," 
she  said  quietly,  for  the  first  time  meeting 
his  glance. 

There  was  an  evident  effort  at  calmness, 
but  her  voice  trembled ;  then  all  at  once  she 
broke  down,  and,  flinging  herself  on  her 
knees  by  the  bedside,  looked  up  into  his 
face. 

"  Claude,  I  cannot  leave  you  now, — it 
will  make  me  miserable  ;  and  surely  you 
will  let  me  stay  and  be  a  help  to  you." 

His  only  answer  was  several  passionate 
kisses.  "  You  refused  to  marry  me  before  I 
came  here  !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  was  afraid 
of  asking  it  again." 

"Everything   is   changed   now,"  she   re- 
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plied.     "  I  should  have  been  a  burden  then ; 
now  you  want  me." 

"  Do  you  not  think  I  wanted  you  always  ? 
Cannot  you  understand  how  I  have  suffered 
ever  since  you  have  been  in  Mrs.  Melcoinbe's 
power,  with  unavailing  longings  to  liberate 
you  from  it  ?  You  can  write  to  her,  and  let 
her  know  that  I  have  claimed  you  as  my 
own.  You  will  not  care  to  keep  your  sister 
in  suspense." 

"I  do  not  think  that  Isabel  will  be 
uneasy  ;  I  have  often  threatened  to  go  to  Pen 
Vychan  when  they  have  made  me  miserable. 
Lady  Durant  has  invited  me  several  times, 
so  most  probably  they  think  I  am  there  now." 

A  low  cry  broke  from  Sister  Veronica's 
lips.  "  Lady  Durant,  did  you  say!  do  you 
know  her  ? "  she  asked,  quickly ;  and  to 
his  surprise  Claude  perceived  that  she  had 
turned  very  pale. 

"  Yes,  it  is  not  very  extraordinary,"  he 
said,  rather  irritably.  "  Have  you  not  dis- 
covered what  Sybil's  real  station  in  life 
is  ?  Lord  Durant  and  her  father  were  inti- 
mate friends." 
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"  I  was  merely  astonished.  I  knew  a  Lady 
Durant  once,"  answered  Sister  Veronica, 
sadly,  but  quickly  recovering  her  self-pos- 
session.    "  This  is,  I  suppose,  a  relative." 

She  rose  abruptly  from  her  seat  and  quitted 
the  room,  leaving  Sybil  not  a  little  surprised. 

"  There  were  tears  in  her  eyes — what  can 
it  be?"  she  asked,  wonderingly.  "  I  can- 
not have  said  anything  to  vex  her.  Did 
you  not  notice  how  startled  she  looked  when 
I  mentioned  Lady  Durant's  name  ?  " 

"Cannot  you  account  for  that?'  asked 
Claude,  with  a  smile.  "From  the  rumours 
I  have  heard,  I  fancy  that  Lady  Durant  is 
of  very  low  origin.  Sister  Veronica  may  be 
some  connexion  of  hers,  and  perhaps  is 
ashamed  of  it." 

"It  may  be  so ;  I  cannot  tell.  Lady 
Durant's  father  was,  you  know,  Ashton  the 
smuggler ;  her  husband  told  me  so  himself. 
I  promised  not  to  reveal  the  secret;  but  of 
course  he  did  not  mean  I  was  not  to  tell 
you." 

Ivor  was  returning  from  a  visit  to  one  of 
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his  friends.  It  was  not  often  that  he  went 
out  now.  The  task  he  had  undertaken 
of  completing-  Claude's  picture  occupied  a 
great  jmrt  of  his  time,  and  it  was  not  until 
the  evening  came  on  that  he  spared  a  few 
minutes  to  go  and  see  Louis  Hamilton. 

He  entered  the  sitting-room  quietly. 
Claude  might,  perchance,  be  sleeping,  and 
he  was  afraid  of  disturbing  him.  To  his 
surprise  he  beheld  Sister  Veronica,  with  her 
head  bent  down  on  to  her  folded  hands  in  an 
attitude  of  deep  thought  or  grief.  He  was 
about  to  retreat,  thinking  she  might  prefer  to 
be  alone,  when  she  raised  her  head,  and  he 
perceived  by  the  dim  light  how  very  pale 
she  had  become. 

"  Who  is  it?'  she  cried,  and  her  voice 
was  raised  above  its  ordinary  pitch  as  she 
gazed,  with  a  startled  look,  towards  him. 

"It  is  only  I.  Were  you  asleep ?  did  I 
startle  you  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Oh,  no,"  she  replied :  "at  least,  not 
much.  I  cannot  think  why  it  was,  but  when 
you  came  in  you  reminded  me  of  some  one  I 
once  knew.     It  is  not  the  first  or  second  time 
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that  the  resemblance  has  quite  frightened  me; 
I  suppose  it  is  fancy.  I  allow  my  mind 
to  dwell  on  old  memories  until  I  become 
nervous." 

"  Should  you  not  speak  to  SignorBoccacio? 
I  am  sure  you  are  ill  with  want  of  rest,"  said 
Ivor. 

"  There,  now,  I  should  have  declared  your 
voice  was  his  speaking  to  me !  "  she  ex- 
exclaimed  ;  and  then,  in  an  altered  voice,, 
she  continued,  "  How  foolish  I  am  !  I  ought 
to  have  outlived  such  superstition,  so  I  will 
think  no  more  about  it ";  and,  in  order  to 
change  the  subject,  she  went  on  to  tell  Ivor 
of  Claude's  wish  for  an  immediate  marriage. 

"  There  is  no  reason  why  it  should  be 
delayed  until  his  recovery  ;  any  day,  other 
and  more  pressing  duties  may  call  me  away  ; 
and  as  Mr.  Montieth's  wife  Miss  Ingram  can 
take  my  place." 

"  Of  course.  I  said  it  would  be  better  long 
ago,"  answered  Ivor.  "  Selfishly  speaking,. 
I  shall  be  very  glad.  Mr.  Montieth's  health 
will,  most  probably,  continue  delicate  for 
some  time,  and,  by  his  marriage  I  shall  be 
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relieved  of  great  responsibility,  besides  being 
at  liberty  to  return  home  if  he  has  to  remain 
much  longer  in  this  warm  climate ;  for  I 
never  should  have  left  him  alone  amongst 
strangers  until  he  had  completely  recovered." 

Sister  Veronica  was  one  who,  if  she  had 
once  made  a  resolution,  would  never  rest 
until  it  had  been  accomplished;  and,  now 
she  had  made  up  her  mind  that  the  marriage 
of  Sybil  and  Claude  should  take  place  with- 
out delay,  she  was  not  satisfied  until  she  had 
arranged  everything. 

"  Mr.  Montieth  no  longer  needs  me,"  she 
explained  to  Sybil.  "  You  will  be  his  best 
nurse  now.  I  am  wanted  back  again  at  the 
convent,  so  I  can  stay  here  no  longer." 

"  Why  are  you  in  such  a  hurry  to  leave 
us  ?  "  asked  Sybil,  sorrowfully ;  for  she  had 
learnt  to  love  the  gentle  lady  who  had  been 
so  good  to  Claude.  "  What  shall  I  do  with- 
out you  ?  I  have  had  so  few  real  friends  that 
I  cannot  bear  to  part  with  any  of  them  ;  and, 
from  the  first  day  I  came,  you  have  shown 
me  nothing  but  kindness." 

' l  Poor  child !  you  must  have  led  an  iso- 
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lated  life  if  you  value  the  small  acts  of  kind- 
ness I  have  done  for  you/'  replied  Sister 
Veronica,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  for  Sybil's 
gratitude  touched  her  more  deeply  than  she 
cared  to  reveal.  "  Do  you  imagine  that  I 
shall  feel  no  grief  at  the  parting  ?  I  never 
thought  I  could  again  become  attached  to  any 
of  my  fellow-creatures  as  I  have  to  all  of 
you.  This  is  the  reason  I  feel  I  must  go. 
I  have  been  too  happy  ;  my  life  ought  to  be 
one  of  self-sacrifice,  of  reparation  for  what 
is  past."  She  uttered  these  last  words  in  a 
low  voice,  as  if  speaking  her  thoughts  aloud ; 
then,  covering  her  face,  she  wept  without 
restraint. 

"  You  are  unhappy!  what  is  the  cause  ?" 
asked  Sybil,  sympathizingly.  "  Will  you 
not  tell  me  what  troubles  you  ?  " 

"  I  wish  I  could — but  no  !  it  would  not  in 
terest  you  ;  it  is  useless  to  revive  old  recol- 
lections that  I  have  long  striven  to  bury  m 
oblivion.  Since  I  have  been  here,  they  have 
come  back  with  startling  vividness ;  perhaps 
it  is  this  glimpse  of  home-life  that  lias  re- 
called them." 

VOL.  II.  p 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

MARRIED    LIFE. 

Thou  would st  be  loved  1  then  let  thy  heart 

From  its  present  pathway  part  not ; 
Being  everything  which  now  thou  art, 

Be  nothing  which  thou  art  not. 
So  with  the  world  thy  gentle  ways, 

Thy  grace,  thy  more  than  beauty, 
Shall  be  an  endless  theme  of  praise, 

And  love  a  simple  duty. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe. 

The  ceremony  that  bound  Claude  Montieth 
and  Sybil  Ingram  together  for  life  was  soon 
over.  It  was  a  strange  though,  to  the  eyes 
of  all  who  witnessed  it,  an  impressive  scene. 
The  weak,  helpless  bridegroom,  his  face 
looking  all  the  more  pallid  and  shrunken 
from  the  hectic  flush  produced  by  the  excite- 
ment he  felt,  lay  back  amongst  the  pillows 
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that  supported  his  head.  Sybil,  with  her 
usually  merry  look  subdued  and  awe-stricken, 
stood  close  by  the  bedside  watching  each 
movement  of  his  face  with  tender  solicitude. 
There  were  but  few  people  present  besides 
the  chaplain  who  read  the  service,  Donato 
and  Louis  Hamilton  being  the  only  strangers. 
It  was  over ;  the  clergyman  closed  the 
book,  and,  for  a  second,  a  hushed  stillness 
fell  on  all  in  the  room ;  then  Donato  came 
forward  to  offer  his  congratulations.  It 
seemed  to  Sybil  as  if  it  were  all  a  dream. 
Mechanically  she  had  performed  her  part  in 
the  ceremony.  She  looked  at  her  husband's 
face,  and  then  at  the  ring  on  her  finger,  as  if 
she  could  not  clearly  understand  what  had 
happened,  it  was  all  so  different  from  what 
she  had  formerly  pictured  her  wedding  to  be ; 
and  the  thought  of  how  much  devolved  on 
her,  of  the  responsibility  she  had  under- 
taken, came  over  her  almost  like  a  sensation 
of  terror.  The  black  crape-trimmed  dress 
she  wore,  instead  of  a  bride's  snowy  array, 
appeared  to  be  an  omen  of  future  trouble  ; 
and  then,  when   Donato's  voice 'broke   the 
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spell,  overcome  by  the  conflicting  emotions 
of  dread  and  happiness,  she  threw  herself 
in  her  husband's  arms  and  sobbed  aloud. 

"My  darling,  my  wife,  what  is  it? — 
what  ails  you?  You  are  safe  now.  Oh, 
never,  never,  can  they  part  you  from  me,"  he 
exclaimed  affectionately. 

Her  sobs  gradually  ceased  ;  the  sense  of 
protection  served  to  calm  her,  and  presently 
she  raised  her  head. 

"What  have  I  done?  What  will  Isabel 
say  ?  Oh,  if  it  had  been  possible  to  have 
obtained  her  sanction  !  I  cannot  bear  having 
deceived  her.  How  shall  I  write  ?  What 
shall  I  say  ?  " 

"Is  that  all  that  troubles  you?  Cannot 
you  trust  me  to  deal  with  your  sister  and 
Mrs.  Melcombe  ?  They  dare  not — they  have 
no  right  to  blame  you  now.  I  alone  have 
that  privilege,  and  the  right  to  exercise  it." 

She  looked  up,  smiling  through  her  tears. 

"  I  should  not  mind  it  from  you,  Claude," 
she  said,  quietly. 

Sister  Veronica  was  more  than  usually 
silent  and  reserved.     Her  thoughts  had  flown 
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back  over  a  wide  expanse  of  years  to  another 
wedding — a  gay,  fashionable  scene,  where 
there  had  been  crowds  of  well-dressed  visitors 
and  a  bright  array  of  bridesmaids  assembled 
in  one  of  the  grand,  noble  buildings  in  this 
city  of  splendid  architecture.  It  formed  a 
striking  contrast  to  the  bare,  ill-furnished 
room  :  then  there  had  been  lights,  flowers, 
and  music ;  now  there  was  nothing  but  the 
strong  affection  that  would  last  through  life. 
It  had  been  entirely  lacking  in  the  former 
ceremony. 

There  was  to  be  no  wedding  feast.  What 
was  the  use,  Sybil  had  asked,  when  Claude 
was  unable  to  partake  of  it  ? — besides,  he 
was  poor.  Even  he  did  not  know  how 
rapidly  his  small  store  of  money  had 
dwindled  with  the  expenses  of  his  illness. 

Sister  Veronica  alone  knew  of  it.  She  had 
undertaken  the  control  of  the  expenditure, 
and,  in  spite  of  economy,  had  been  unable  to 
prevent  the  rapid  diminution  of  the  little 
hoard. 

"  What  will  they  do  ?  "  she  asked  Ivor,  as 
soon  as  Donate  and  Hamilton  had  taken  their 


214  EYES  SO  BLUE. 

leave.  "  With  Mr.  Montieth's  delicate  health, 
how  will  he  be  able  to  provide  for  a  wife  ? 
Signor  Boccacio  thinks  it  will  be  long  before 
he  can  set  to  work  again ;  and  Sybil  has 
never  been  accustomed  to  poverty." 

The  idea  of  poverty  was  not  so  very  ap- 
palling to  Ivor,  who  had  never  been  used  to 
anything  else. 

"  I  think  they  will  manage,"  he  replied, 
cheerfully.  "  Mr.  Montieth  has  perseverance 
enough ;  he  deserves  to  succeed.  Hitherto 
misfortunes  seem  to  have  kept  him  back. 
His  delicate  health,  and  for  years  having  an 
invalid  mother  to  support,  have  prevented 
his  laying  by  money." 

"  You  are  sanguine  ;  I  only  hope  you  may 
be  right,"  she  replied,  approaching  the  paint- 
ing over  which  Ivor  was  so  constantly 
employed,  and  which  now,  to  her  eyes, 
appeared  completed. 

"  It  is  very  beautiful,"  she  resumed.  "  I 
fancy  that  the  good  feeling  that  prompted 
you  to  finish  it,  has  imbued  you  with  greater 
powers.  I  am  no  judge;  but  having,  as  it 
were,  lived  amongst  pictures  for  many  years, 
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I  have  learnt  to  appreciate  them ;  and  I 
am  sure  this  must  meet  with  admiration. 
You  will  be  sending  it  away  soon,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

"As  soon  as  the  frame  arrives,"  replied 
Ivor,  still  working  away,  putting  finishing 
touches  here  and  there,  as  if  he  could  not 
hear  to  give  up  the  work  that  had  been  such 
a  labour  of  love,  which  he  had  continued 
with  feverish  eagerness  ever  since  he  had 
made  the  resolve  to  sacrifice  his  own  chance 
for  the  sake  of  his  friend. 

The  glare  of  the  afternoon  sun  was  shining 
in  the  room  when  at  last  he  laid  down  his 
brush,  and  with  a  sigh,  partly  of  regret  at 
parting  with  what  had  become  a  delightful 
task,  and  mingled  with  a  little  consciousness 
of  triumph  in  having  achieved  so  much — for, 
although  possessing  the  modesty  of  true 
genius,  Ivor  could  not  but  perceive  that  his 
picture  was  a  masterpiece  of  art — he 
stepped  back  a  few  paces  and  contemplated 
it  lovingly. 

.    It  was  his  first  great  work,   and   it   was 
surely  not  vanity    in  him   to  remain  there 
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some  minutes  before  lie  started  out  on  his 
way  to  the  frame-maker's ;  for  he  was  anxious 
for  no  delay  in  revealing  the  carefully 
guarded  secret  to  Claude,  and  declaring  his 
intention  of  exhibiting  it. 

The  errand  took  a  long  time.  It  was 
getting  dusk  when  he  returned,  with  a  joyous 
feeling  of  exultation — more  real  joy,  he  felt 
certain,  in  having  done  a  generous  action 
than  if  he  had  followed  his  own  inclinations 
and  continued  working  for  himself. 

He  entered  the  sitting-room.  He  had  pur- 
chased a  few  flowers  and  some  ripe  fruit  in 
the  street,  and  went  in  to  put  them  down 
before  he  paid  a  visit  to  Claude. 

Rather  to  his  surprise,  Sybil  was  there, 
standing,  with  her  hands  clasped  together, 
before  the  picture,  gazing  at  it  with  rapt  at- 
tention and  admiration  ;  and,  as  she  turned 
towards  him,  Ivor  could  see  that  the  tears 
of  gratitude  stood  in  her  eyes. 

Hitherto  she  had  always  treated  him 
politely  and  kindly,  but  had  evidently  shown 
that  she  regarded  the  social  difference  between 
them  ;  but  now,  as   she    came  forward,   he 
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could  easily  perceive  that  this  slight  reserve 
had  totally  disappeared. 

"  What  can  I  say  to  thank  you  suffi- 
ciently?" she  exclaimed,  with  heartfelt  earn- 
estness. "I  did  not  know  that  any  one  could 
be  so  kind  and  generous.  I  wish  we  could 
do  something  to  repay  such  goodness  as  you 
have  shown." 

"  I  am  sure  you  have  thanked  me  more 
than  enough  already,  Mrs.  Montieth.  It  is 
not  so  much,  after  all, — a  very  poor  return 
for  your  husband's  kindness  to  me.  It  might 
be  regarded  as  presumption  for  a  pupil  to 
complete  his  master's  picture,  and  under 
other  circumstances  I  should  say  so  myself ; 
however,  I  have  done  it  with  Signor  Donato's 
approval,  so  I  hope  Mr.  Montieth  will  not  be 
offended." 

"  I  know  he  will  be  grateful,"  answered 
the  young  bride.  "  How  I  envy  you  when 
you  tell  him  of  it !  I  can  fancy  his  look  of 
delight.  I  have  heard  him  say  he  is  as  fond 
of  you  as  if  you  were  his  younger  brother. 
I  wish  you  were.  I  never  had  a  brother, 
and  it  would  be  so  nice  to  feel  I  had  some 
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one  to  look  up  to  when  Claude  is  so  ill  and 
helpless." 

It  was  a  happy  day  for  Ivor  when  he  saw 
the  pale  face  of  Claude  Montieth  flush  with 
pleasure,  as  Sybil  read  out  the  name  of  the 
picture  amongst  those  accepted  for  exhibi- 
tion ;  and,  as  time  passed  on,  when  he  had 
the  joyful  news  to  impart  that  it  had  found  a 
purchaser,  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  sacrifice 
of  his  own  ambition  was  amply  repaid. 

Perhaps  there  was  a  pang  of  jealousy  in 
Sybil's  heart  when  she  heard  her  husband's 
name  mentioned  with  praise  as  the  supposed 
painter,  and  prophecies  uttered  of  his  future 
greatness,  for  she  knew  too  well  that  such 
success  could  never  have  been  attained  by 
Claude.  She  blamed  herself  for  allowing 
such  thoughts  to  enter  her  mind,  especially 
when  she  saw  with  what  perfect  gratitude 
her  husband  regarded  his  young  bene- 
factor. 

i  i  I  could  not  have  brought  myself  to  accept 
it,  had  it  not  been  for  my  wife,"  Claude  said 
to  Ivor  one  day,  after  his  last  bill  had  been 
paid ;  for  during  the  few  weeks  that  preceded 
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the  sale  of  the  picture  the  creditors  had 
become  clamorous  for  their  money,  and  the 
cost  of  the  long  illness  had  soon  swallowed 
up  all  his  sayings. 

On  hearing  of  Sybil's  marriage,  Isabel 
Ingram  had  written  a  short,  angry  note, 
supplemented  by  a  few  lines  from  Mrs.  Mel- 
combe,  declaring  her  intention  of  casting 
her  off  altogether,  and  reminding  her  that 
she  had  no  right  to  claim  the  monev  left  her 
by  her  father,  as  she  had  broken  through  the 
agreement,  by  not  obtaining  her  guardian's 
consent  to  her  marriage. 

Sybil  wept  many  bitter  tears  on  receiving 
this  letter.  It  was  some  time  before  Claude 
could  console  her.  "  The  money  would  have 
been  so  useful  just  now,"  she  said.  "I  sup- 
pose Mrs.  Melcombe  has  a  right  to  stop  it, 
but  it  seems  hard.  I  could  bear  it  more  easily 
if  Isabel  had  not  written  so  unkindly ;  and 
here  we  are  obliged  to  be  dependent  on  Ivor 
Morgan's  generosity,  whilst  there  is  that  six 
thousand  pounds  lying  idle." 

Although  Sybil  regretted  so  deeply  the 
coldness  between  herself  and  her  sister,  the 
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sudden  change  from  affluence  to  poverty  did 
not  long  affect  her  hopeful  spirit.  The  pro- 
ceeds of  the  sale  of  the  picture  were  sufficient 
for  their  present  needs.  Ivor  would  not 
regard  it  as  his  own  work,  and  Claude  knew 
that  to  hesitate  to  accept  it  would  have 
wounded  his  feelings,  therefore  he  took  it 
thankfully ;  and  when  he  saw  the  look  of  care 
disappear  from  Sybil's  face  (for  the  formid- 
able amount  of  debts  had  alarmed  her) 
he  still  felt  more  gratitude  to  his  young 
friend. 

It  was  a  very  long  time  before  Claude  was 
able,  even  with  the  support  of  Ivor's  arm,  to 
reach  the   sitting-room   and  lie  on  a  couch 
drawn  near  one  of  the  windows.     Sybil  had 
exerted  all  her  ingenuity  to  render  the  room 
as  comfortable  as  possible;  and,  under  her 
directions,  Ivor,  who  was  a  skilful  carpenter, 
erected  a  light  wooden  partition  to  screen 
the  more  habitable  portion  of  the  room  from 
draughts.     With  his  help,  and  the  outlay  of 
a  very  small  sum  of  money,  she  managed  to 
give  it  quite  a  home-like  air ;  and  with  the 
addition  of  a  few  flowers,  prettily  arranged, 
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no  one  would  have  recognized  it  as  the  bare, 
desolate  room  that  she  had  seen  on  her 
arrival. 

Some  time  before,  as  soon  as  he  had  heard 
how  long  it  probably  would  be  before  Claude 
recovered,  Ivor  had  accepted  Donato's  offer 
to  superintend  his  studies,  and  under  the 
great  artist's  tuition  he  was  rapidly  bidding 
fair  to  attain  the  celebrity  that  his  friends  all 
declared  he  merited. 

It  was  not  until  she  saw  her  husband  lying 
on  the  sofa,  that  was  destined  to  be  his 
resting-place  for  so  long,  that  Sybil  fully 
realized  how  vain  it  was  to  look  hopefully 
forward  to  his  speedy  recovery.  The  wax- 
like  hue  of  his  face  plainly  indicated  his 
failing  health  ;  his  eyes  seemed  unnaturally 
large,  in  contrast  to  his  thin,  sharpened  fea- 
tures; and  there  was  an  expression  of  anxious 
care  for  the  future,  and  never  for  one  mo- 
ment did  the  fear  leave  his  thoughts  of  what 
was  to  become  of  Sybil. 

She  was  silently  sewing,  scarcely  daring 
to  glance  towards  her  husband's  troubled 
face :    she  guessed  his  thoughts,   but  would 
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not  allude  to  them,  for  she  felt  so  utterly 
powerless  to  suggest  anything  to  make  the 
future  more  clear. 

Suddenly  she  looked  up,  with  her  old 
abrupt  manner  and  the  cheery  smile  that 
always  gladdened  Claude's  heart. 

' '  I  wish  I  could  do  something  to  drive 
that  anxious  look  from   vour  face.     I  cannot 

%J 

bear  to  see  that  constant  tired,  harassed  ex- 
pression." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  hope 
for  better  times,  which  seem  further  off  than 
ever,"  was  the  melancholy  answer.  "  I  seem 
to  get  weaker  instead  of  stronger.  I  do  not 
know  what  is  to  become  of  us." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  turned  away  his  eyes, 
gazing  wistfully  towards  the  distant  land- 
scape, and  a  strange  longing  for  home  took 
possession  of  him.  It  was  the  restlessness  of 
ill-health.  He  had  often,  as  he  la}'  in  bed, 
pictured  to  himself  the  old  familiar  streets  of 
St.  Hilda's,  with  an  irresistible  longing  again 
to  behold  them  ;  but  it  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. He  had  come  to  Home  full  of  health 
and  strength  ;  now  they  had  utterly  failed, 
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his  money  was  gone,  and  he  was  compelled 
to  remain  where  he  was. 

"  Sybil  does  not  repine,"  he  said  to  him- 
self, as  he  noticed  her  ever-cheerful  looks, 
"  and  why  should  I  ?  for  it  is  she  who  has 
given  up  so  much  for  my  sake." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE      DISCOVERY. 

It  was  a  dreadful  moment ;  not  the  tears, 

The  lingering,  lasting  misery  of  years, 

Could  match  that  minute's  anguish ;  all  the  worst 

Of  sorrow's  elements  in  that  dark  burst 

Broke  o'er  his  soul,  and  with  one  crash  of  fate 

Laid  the  whole  hopes  of  his  life  desolate  ! 

Moore. 

Tee  woods  round  Pen  Vychan  were  putting 
forth  their  first  tender  green  leaves.  It  was  a 
late  spring  after  a  cold,  dreary  winter.  Day 
after  day  there  was  the  same  steady  downpour 
of  rain,  and  thick  fogs  rolling  down  the 
mountain- sides. 

All  at  once  the  sun  shone  out  from  behind 
the  dark  canopy  of  clouds,  the  mists  cleared 
away,    and,    as   if   by  magic,    the    glorious 
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spring  weather  had  commenced.  The  re- 
turn of  fine  weather  cheered  Mavis's  heart, 
and  roused  her  from  the  state  of  despon- 
dency into  which  she  had  fallen  since  her 
baby's  death.  It  was  some  satisfaction  to 
her  to  be  able  to  take  long  solitary  walks 
through  the  fair  surrounding  country,  or  to 
drive  about  in  her  pony-chaise. 

Lionel  still  remained  at  the  Castle.  He 
said  nothing  about  leaving,  especially  when 
Lord  Durant  repeatedly  urged  him  to  pro- 
long his  stay.  He  was  generally  Mavis's 
companion  in  her  drives ;  and  not  unfre- 
quently  arranged  his  own  hours  of  walking 
so  that  he  encountered  her  and  accompanied 
her  home. 

And  all  this  time  Lord  Durant  never  sus- 
pected the  treachery  of  his  brother.  He  knew 
now  that  Mavis  would  never  more  regard 
him  with  anything  but  coldness  and  dis- 
trust. 

"  She  thinks  it  is  my  fault — that  I  caused 
our  child's  death,"  was  the  bitter  thought 
that  was  for  ever  rankling  in  his  heart  and 
poisoning  his  happiness. 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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Mavis  was  not  sufficiently  unkind  to  allude 
to  this  suspicion,  for,  to  do  her  justice,  she 
firmly  believed  that  it  was  her  husband's 
mistaken  zeal  that  had  caused  the  misery 
that  had  befallen  her ;  but  it  had  served  to 
increase  the  coldness  between  them,  for  now 
Lord  Durant  did  not  again  attempt  to  effect 
a  new  reconciliation.  However,  the  major 
was  not  one  to  let  fall  an  ojDportunity 
of  insinuating  a  word  or  two  against  his 
brother,  thus  quietly  keeping  up  the  spirit 
of  rebellion  that  he  perceived  was  ever 
ready  to  break  forth  in  the  heart  of  his 
sister-in-law. 

"  Gerald,  cannot  you  see  how  your  wife  is 
wasting  away,  how  ill  and  wearied  she  is 
growing  ?  '  said  the  artful  major,  one  morn- 
ing, as  he  strolled  up  and  down  the  garden 
paths  with  his  brother. 

Lord  Durant  raised  his  head,  and  looked 
towards  Mavis,  who  was  sitting  on  a  bench 
at  some  distance,  trying  to  amuse  her  little 
lame  half-sister  Maud.  The  child  was  lying 
back,  gazing  up  into  Mavis's  face  with  a 
look  of  admiration  that  amounted  to  worship, 
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which  was  so  essentially  a  characteristic  of  the 
helpless  little  one. 

The  grief  she  had  undergone  had  softened 
Mavis's  face  without  detracting  from  its 
beauty ;  her  cheek  was  as  fair  and  her  eyes 
as  lovely  as  ever ;  but  there  was  a  gentler, 
sadder  look  that  was  irresistibly  winning. 
She  was  changed  ;  but  not  so  much  changed 
as  her  husband.  The  perpetual  haunting 
sorrows  had  added  deep  lines  of  care  to  his 
face,  producing  an  expression  of  almost  stern- 
ness, and  dimming  the  bright,  kindly  look  in 
his  eyes. 

"I  know  Mavis  is  suffering,  but  what  can 
I  do?'  he  replied,  gently.  "  How  can  I 
attempt  to  console  her  when  she  imagines 
that  I  caused  that  suffering  ?  You  know  as 
well  as  I  do,  Lionel,  how  little  anything  I 
can  say  or  do  can  comfort  her." 

"  You  might  give  up  your  fanatical  notion 
of  reforming  St.  Hilda's,"  sneered  the  major. 
"  Cannot  you  see  how  each  time  you  men- 
tion the  subject  it  is  planting  a  fresh  sting 
in  her  heart  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  notice  it.     Poor  Mavis!    per- 
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haps  I  am  not  as  forbearing  as  I  might 
be,"  murmured  Lord  Durant,  in  a  low 
voice,    as    he    approached     nearer     to    his 

wife. 

Maud,  who  was  intent  on  the  story  that 
Mavis  was  telling  her,  looked  up  with  a  bright 
smile,  that  attracted  Lord  Durant's  attention, 
for  he  pitied  the  child  for  its  loneliness  and 
isolated  position,  and  loved  it  for  the  strong 
likeness  to  its  sister. 

11  Mavis,  how  should  you  like  to  spend  a 
few  months  in  travelling  about  ?  "  he  asked, 
in  a  partially  careless  tone,  without  taking 
his  eyes  from  Maud's  face. 

Mavis  uttered  a  cry  of  joy, — 

u  Oh,  so  much  ! "  she  exclaimed,  eagerly, 
in  a  happier  tone  than  her  husband  had 
heard  for  some  time.  "  Anything,  any- 
where, to  get  away  from  this  place — to  have 
some  change ! ' 

Whilst  she  uttered  these  words  the  better 
feelings  had  been  roused  uppermost  in  her 
mind.  If  she  left  Pen  Vychan  she  would  be 
freed  from  Lionel's  presence  ;  she  no  longer 
had  the  courage  to  bid  him  begone,  and  yet 
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at  times  she  bitterly  regretted  this  weakness 
when  she  recollected  how  often  he  was  in 
her  thoughts. 

tl  I  have  considered  the  route  we  should 
take ;  to  Paris  first,  through  Switzerland, 
and  then,  perhaps,  visit  Italy,"  continued 
Lord  Durant,  feeling  pleased  at  his  wife's 
joyful  assent  to  his  wishes.  "And  you, 
Lionel,  should  you  like  to  accompany  us  ?  " 
The  major's  dark,  handsome  face  bright- 
ened eagerly;  he  glanced  towards  Mavis, 
who  kept  her  eyes  resolutely  cast  down,  and 
he  could  perceive  how  she  trembled,  dread- 
ing and  yet  hoping  for  his  reply. 

"Well,  will  you  come?'    again  asked  the 
nobleman,  rather  impatiently. 

Major  Durant  readily  assented,  without 
another  look  at  Mavis,  who,  to  hide  her  em- 
barrassment, eagerly  entered  into  the  sub- 
ject of  the  proposed  continental  tour.  Even 
she  herself  was  surprised  at  the  restless  long- 
ing for  change  that  had  come  so  suddenly. 
Lionel  kept  aloof,  regarding  with  a  gloomy 
frown  the  partial  reconciliation  between  the 
husband  and  wife. 
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"  Perhaps  when  we  are  amongst  fresh 
scenes  I  may  be  able  to  care  more  for  my 
husband/'  she  thought,  with  a  longing  hope 
that  at  the  last  hour  Lionel  might  find  him- 
self unable  to  accompany  them.  "  Gerald 
tries  to  seem  good  and  kind,  but,  oh,  if  he 
were  not  so  terribly  mistaken  !  " 

The  time  for  departure  was  fixed.  It  had 
been  arranged  that  Maud  was  to  be  left 
under  the  care  of  Mrs.  Williams,  and  Jessie 
had  promised  to  undertake  the  child's  educa- 
tion. A  tenant  was  to  be  found  for  the 
Castle,  for  Lord  Durant  did  not  deem  it  pru- 
dent, with  his  diminished  income,  to  keep  up 
such  an  expensive  establishment,  the  Abbey 
forming  a  residence  so  much  more  congenial 
to  his  present  tastes.  But  before  the  time 
arrived  a  message  came  from  St.  Hilda's, 
requesting  Lord  Durant' s  presence  there. 
There  were  schemes  for  permanent  improve- 
ment going  on,  and  it  was  scarcely  con- 
sistent with  his  interest  in  the  work  for  the 
originator  of  it  all  to  absent  himself. 

"  I  find  I  must  go,"  he  explained  to  Mavis. 
"  I  am  sorry,  for  your  sake,  that  it  will  pro- 
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bably  delay  our  journey  for  a  week  or  more ; 
however,  you  know  it  is  not  selfish  pleasure 
that  calls  me  away." 

Mavis  sorrowfully  assented ;  she  was  vexed 
with  her  husband,  just  when  she  was  making 
a  struggle  to  feel  more  kindly  towards  him, 
that  he  should  revert  to  the  one  subject  that 
she  would  fain  have  avoided. 

"  I  wish  we  had  never  seen  St.  Hilda's," 
she  cried,  when  she  was  alone  with  the 
major.  "  I  date  the  commencement  of  all  my 
misery  from  going  to  that  place.  It  was  your 
fault ;  you  ought  to  have  warned  me  !  How 
should  I  know  that  going  there  would  first 
set  Gerald  dreaming  of  his  foolish  schemes  ? 
You  knew  he  was  mad,  and  you  should  have 
helped  me." 

"  Why  do  you  distress  yourself?"  in- 
quired Lionel,  in  a  bland  tone;  "things  are 
no  better  nor  worse  than  they  were.  As  long 
as  Gerald's  whims  go  no  further  than  the 
spending  of  money  we  have  no  right  to 
control  him." 

Mavis  turned  away  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Lionel's  words  had  not  failed  in  their  inten- 
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tion ;  lie  had  meant  that  she  should  feel  her 
position  keenly.  He  rejoiced  when  he  saw 
how  implicitly  she  believed  in  Gerald's 
insanity,  and  how  the  pity  she  had  at  first 
felt  had  been  suddenly  destroyed  by  her 
belief  that  her  child's  death  had  been  caused 
by  his  carelessness. 

The  morning  after  Lord  Durant's  de- 
parture for  St.  Hilda's  Mavis  received  a 
letter  from  Sybil.  It  was  written  in  Rome, 
and  contained  the  news  of  her  marriage  with 
Claude. 

"  I  knew  it  would  be  so,"  she  said,  after 
she  had  communicated  the  contents  of  the 
letter  to  Lionel,  who  was  that  morning 
leaving  for  London,  where  he  intended 
visiting  some  friends  before  rejoining  his 
brother  and  sister-in-law. 

"You  seem  pleased.  I  should  have 
thought  that,  as  Miss  Ingram  is  a  friend  of 
yours,  you  would  be  annoyed  that  she  had 
married  so  much  beneath  her,"  said  the 
major.  "  I  should  say  that  young  Montietli 
has  nothing  but  what  he  gets  by  the  sale  of 
his  paintings." 
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"  Sybil  says  lie  has  been  ill,"  continued 
Mavis,  referring  to  the  letter.  "  Do  you 
remember  that  Mrs.  Melcombe  wrote  to  me 
to  know  if  she  were  visiting  here  ?  I  was 
surprised  at  the  time,  but  it  slipped  my 
memory  until  now.  I  suppose  it  was  then 
that  Sybil  went  away  to  join  Mr.  Montieth. 
We  must  go  and  see  her,  if  we  happen  to  go 
as  far  as  Rome." 

Lionel  Durant  looked  up  quickly,  and  to 
her  surprise  Mavis  noticed  that  he  had 
turned  very  pale. 

"  Do  you  propose  going  to  Rome?'  he 
asked,  hastily,  with  visible  emotion. 

u  I  hope  so,"  Mavis  replied,  wondering 
at  his  agitation.  "It  is  a  city  I  should  be 
sorry  to  miss  seeing,  if  I  have  an  oppor- 
tunity. Why  do  you  object  to  our  going 
there  ?  " 

"I  certainly  do  not  object,"  replied 
Lionel,  recovering  his  calmness  of  voice: 
"I  dare  say  you  would  enjoy  it";  but 
although  he  appeared  intent  on  the  perusal 
of  a  newspaper,  Mavis  could  see  that  some- 
thing had  annoyed  him. 
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She  did  not  inquire  any  more,  for  the 
time  for  his  departure  was  approaching,  and 
it  was  not  until  he  was  gone  that  she  recalled 
the  manner  that  had  surprised  her. 

Lord  Durant  returned  to  Pen  Vychan 
sooner  than  his  wife  had  expected  him.  He 
was  less  grave  than  usual,  and  the  wearied 
expression  of  his  face  was  lightened.  His 
account  of  Mrs.  Melcombe's  indignation 
about  Sybil's  marriage  even  won  a  smile 
from  Mavis. 

"  I  had  scarcely  been  at  the  Abbey  above 
an  hour  before  I  received  a  visit  from  the 
angry  lady,"  he  said.  "I  had  difficulty  in 
persuading  her  that  you  had  not  encouraged 
(what  she  called)  such  an  unparalleled  act  of 
ingratitude.  I  really  think  that  the  eldest 
Miss  Ingram  feels  it  deeply — at  least,  she  is 
vexed  at  the  degradation  of  such  an  unequal 
match ;  but  when  I  mentioned  that  in  the 
course  of  our  travels  I  might  meet  her  sister 
and  her  husband,  she  gave  me  no  kind  mes- 
sage, did  not  even  ask  me  to  see  if  she  were 
in  any  want ;  and,  from  what  young  Morgan 
writes  to  me,  I  should  think  Mr.  Montieth  is 
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in  very  poor  circumstances.  It  will  be  a 
change  for  Sybil  Ingram,  brought  up  as  she 
has  been.  However,  she  must  be  verv  fond 
of  her  husband,  and  that  goes  a  long  way 
towards  happiness." 

The  long  months  of  toil  and  fatigue  that 
had  been  followed  by  grief  and  trouble  such 
as  Lord  Durant  had  endured  had  not  passed 
without  producing  visible  effect  on  his  health 
and  spirits.  He  had  always  been  peculiarly 
grave  and  reserved ;  now  he  had  become  per- 
manently sad  and  silent.  The  beautiful 
scenery,  the  quaint  old  French  towns,  the 
gaiety  of  the  larger  cities,  which  he  and 
Mavis  visited,  did  not  rouse  him  to  anima- 
tion. It  was  to  please  her  he  went ;  he 
appeared  contented  to  see  her  enjoy  the  new 
and  varied  scenes;  he  watched  her  animated 
face  as  Lionel  took  her  about,  pointing  out 
all  the  objects  of  interest,  but  in  his  own 
heart  there  was  a  ceaseless  longing  for 
intense  quiet  and  solitude  that  almost  over- 
powered him. 

A  few  weeks  spent  amongst  the  Swiss 
mountains  had  the  effect  of  tranquillizing  his 
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mind.  Mavis  was  evidently  trying  to  be 
gentler.  Sometimes  lie  thought  she  repented 
her  hasty  words,  uttered  on  the  night  of  her 
baby's  death,  for  he  could  see  she  regarded 
him  with  something  like  pity ;  but  that  was 
usually  when  Lionel  was  absent,  and  before 
long  a  suspicion  entered  Lord  Durant's  mind 
that  it  was  his  brother  who  was  instilling 
distrust  of  him  into  Mavis's  heart,  but  it 
was  only  a  passing  thought, — Lord  Durant 
was  too  honourable  to  suspect  another  of 
underhand  dealing,  least  of  all  his  own 
brother. 

In  course  of  time  they  reached  Rome. 
Mavis  would  hardly  allow  a  day  to  pass- 
before  hastening  to  see  Sybil  Montieth,  from 
whom  she  had  received  several  letters  since 
her  marriage. 

Sybil  had  written  hopefully.  It  was  not 
in  her  nature  to  let  her  friend  know  of  her 
present  privations,  and  it  was  quite  a  shock 
to  Mavis  to  perceive  the  evident  aspect  of 
poverty  in  all  her  surroundings.  In  her 
generosity  Mavis  would  have  lavished  gifts 
on  her  friend,  had  not  Lord  Durant  pointed 
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out  to  her  how  deeply  it  would  wound 
Claude's  feelings  to  accept  charity  from 
almost  total  strangers.  The  kind  heart  of 
the  nobleman  had  been  moved  to  pity  for 
the  suffering  young  artist,  still  so  helpless 
and  unable  to  work,  and  he  did  not  take  his 
leave  after  the  first  visit  until  he  had  pro- 
mised to  come  again  often  before  he  left 
Rome.  Ivor  was  absent  at  Donato's  studio, 
and  his  patron  was  anxious  to  see  him  after 
having  heard  Claude's  praises  of  his  former 
pupil's  talents. 

The  major  was  wandering  disconsolately 
about  when  his  brother  and  Mavis  returned 
to  the  hotel. 

"What  a  time  you  have  been!"  he  ex 
claimed,    impatiently.     "  I   never   existed 
you  would  be  so  long  paying  your  visits." 

"  I  have  not  seen  Sybil  for  some  months," 
replied  Mavis,  apologetically.  "  Can  you 
wonder  at  my  wishing  to  talk  a  little  with 
an  old  friend?  Next  time  you  can  come 
with  me  if  you  like."  She  looked  up  with  a 
smile  into  Lionel's  face  as  she  spoke  in  a 
careless,  jesting  tone,   little   knowing  what 


238  EYES  SO  BLUE. 

would  come  from  those  few  chance  words — 
how  the  whole  course  of  her  life  was  to  be 
changed.  ' l  Will  you  go  with  me  ? '  she 
repeated. 

"  To  be  sure  I  will.  I  always  thought 
young  Montieth  a  clever  fellow,  and  I  am 
sorry  for  him  now  that  he  is  in  trouble." 

Several  days  spent  in  driving  or  walking 
about,  an  almost  constant  occupation  of  sight- 
seeing, proved  rather  wearying  to  Mavis. 
The  heat  was  opj^ressive,  and  she  was 
compelled,  though  much  against  her  will,  to 
yield  to  her  husband's  entreaties  and  give 
herself  a  little  rest.  But  to  remain  quietly 
in  the  hotel  was  intolerable  to  her  restless 
spirit,  and  before  the  morning  was  over  she 
declared  her  intention  of  going  to  spend  an 
hour  or  two  with  Sybil. 

It  was  rather  a  surprise,  when  she  was 
pre}3aring  to  set  out,  to  discover  that  Lionel 
as  well  as  her  husband  intended  to  accom- 
pany her. 

There  was  an  unusual  gravity  on  Mavis's 
face  as  she  received  Sybil's  warm  greeting. 
The  contrast  of  the  pleasant,  cheerful  words 
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of  welcome,  the  serene  look  on  her  friend's 
face,  seemed  almost  like  a  reproach  to  her, 
who,  surrounded  by  all  that  wealth  or  rank 
could  give,  still  could  not  regard  without 
envy  the  wife  of  the  poor  artist. 

"  I  would  exchange  all  my  riches  for  her 
contented  face,"  she  said  to  herself,  "  even 
to  live  in  this  dismal  place  " ;  and  there  was  a 
shudder  of  horror  at  the  sight  of  the  poverty- 
stricken  aspect  of  the  room. 

Sybil  noticed  the  look,  and  blushed  pain- 
fully. 

"  You  must  excuse  our  home,  Lady  Durant," 
she  said,  in  apology.  "We  only  have  to 
wait  patiently  in  hopes  for  better  times." 

Always  pleasant  and  affable,  wherever  he 
found  himself,  Major  Durant  was  soon  seated 
beside  Claude's  sofa,  talking  pleasantly  to 
him,  whilst  the  two  ladies  conversed  in  low 
tones  together.  They  had  so  much  to  tell 
each  other  that  had  been  forgotten  in  the 
last  meeting. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  Ivor  Morgan  is  away 
again,"  Claude  said,  presently,  turning  to 
Lord  Durant.     "  He  was  very  anxious  to  see 
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you;  however,  he  is  sure  not  to  be  long 
before  he  returns,  if  you  can  only  wait  for 
him." 

The  artist  was  not  wrong  in  his  surmise. 
In  a  few  minutes  Ivor's  step  was  heard 
ascending  the  stairs ;  he  came  hurrying  in. 

"  I  have  good  news,  Mrs.  Montieth  !  Sister 
Veronica  is  coming ! '  He  was  about  to  add 
more,  but  stopped  abruptly  on  perceiving 
the  visitors. 

Sybil  rose  from  her  seat. 

"  I  am  so  glad !  I  should  like  you  to  know 
Sister  Veronica,"  she  said  to  Mavis.  "She 
is  a  Sister  of  Mercy,  who  was  most  kind  to 
Claude  during  his  illness. 

As  she  spoke,  Sister  Veronica  entered, 
with  her  usual  calm,  quiet  demeanour.  She 
shook  hands  with  Sybil,  and  then  glanced 
towards  the  other  occupants  of  the  room. 
Her  eyes  rested  first  on  Lord  Durant's  face, 
scanning  his  features  with  a  look  of  half- 
recognition;  then,  all  at  once,  a  terrified, 
bewildered  expression  convulsed  her  features. 
She  uttered  a  low,  suppressed  ery. 

"Gerald!  my  husband,  alive!     Can  it  be 
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possible !  "  slie  cried,  and  without  another  look 
or  sign  she  fell  senseless  at  his  feet. 

Instinctively  Ivor  sprang  forward  and 
attempted  to  raise  her  from  the  ground, 
glancing  from  her  white,  motionless  face  to 
that  of  Lord  Durant,  with  a  bewildered  air. 
The  nobleman  stood  for  a  moment  as  if 
transfixed  with  horror  too  deep  for  utterance. 
His  eyes  had  assumed  a  wild,  unnatural 
expression.  In  that  one  second  a  whole  life- 
time seemed  to  rush  through  his  brain,  as  he 
turned  inquiringly,  with  a  heartfelt  look  of 
appeal,  towards  his  brother. 

"  Lionel !  is  it  Agatha  ?  "  he  asked,  slowly, 
but  with  an  anguish  that  amounted  to  frenzy 
in  the  utterance  that  seemed  to  freeze  the 
blood  of  those  who  heard  it.  But  the  major 
had  retreated  two  or  three  steps;  he  stood 
leaning  against  the  wall,  trembling  in  every 
limb,  with  a  look  of  conscious  guilt  expressed 
in  his  white  face  and  averted  eyes.  "  Lionel, 
you  knew  that  she  was  living !  Why  did 
you  deceive  me  for  so  long?"  cried  Lord 
Durant,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  stretching  out  his 
hands    appealingly,   and  staggering  blindly 

VOL.  II.  e 


242  EYES  SO  BLUE. 

forward,  imploring  him  with  a  piteous  glance 
to  explain  the  hideous  mystery  that  was 
slowly  beginning  to  unfold  itself  to  his  mind. 

It  appeared  like  a  gesture  of  menace,  and 
indeed  Lionel's  face  expressed  such  abject 
cowardice  and  guilt  that  it  terrified  those 
who  beheld  him. 

With  a  shriek  that  rang  through  the  whole 
building  Mavis  sprang  forward,  the  truth 
partly  flashing  through  her  brain.  She 
threw  herself  between  Lionel  and  his  brother. 

"  Gerald,  you  shall  not  harm  him  !  What 
is  it  ?  Oh,  speak,  Lionel !  Do  not  keep  me 
in  this  torturing  suspense ! '  But  the  major 
preserved  silence,  still  gazing  into  vacancy, 
with  a  terror-stricken  look. 

Sybil  was  bending  over  Sister  Veronica's 
still  inanimate  form.  Claude  Montieth  had 
partly  raised  himself  from  his  couch,  and 
was  regarding  the  whole  scene,  feeling 
puzzled  and  bewildered,  only  half  guessing 
the  truth — that  the  unconscious  lady  was 
none  other  than  Agatha,  the  true  Lady 
Durant,  concealed  for  so  long  under  the 
name  of  Sister  Veronica. 
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"  Why  will  nobody  speak? — will  no  one 
tell  me  who  she  is?"  pleaded  Mavis,  bursting 
into  hysterical  sobs. 

The  sound  of  her  voice  roused  Major 
Durant.  With  a  mighty  effort  he  recalled 
his  scattered  senses  sufficiently  to  reply 
calmly,  but  with  a  cruel  ring  of  spitefulness 
in  his  tone. 

"Yes,  Mavis,  I  will  explain  it  to  you. 
You  have  been  grossly  deceived.  Gerald 
Durant  is  not  your  husband !  " 

' l  Not  my  husband ! '  repeated  Mavis, 
wonderingly,  looking  into  Lord  Durant' s 
face  for  confirmation  of  the  fact  that  was  so 
plainly  revealed  to  her.  She  perceived  there 
the  fixed  look  of  despair. 

"  Oh,  my  Mavis  !  my  own  dear  wife  !  "  he 
exclaimed,  speaking  with  difficulty  from  the 
oppression  that  choked  his  utterance,  "this 
cannot  be  true  !  Why  should  this  misery 
happen  ? '  He  advanced,  and  would  have 
taken  her  in  his  arms,  but  she  shrank  back 
trembling  with  rage. 

"  Gerald !  why  did  you  act  so  cruelly  and 
so  wickedly  as  to  deceive  me  like  this  ?  "  she 
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cried,  averting  her  face,  and  breaking  forth 
into  angry  sobs  of  misery.  "  Why,  oh, 
why  did  you  not  tell  me  that  your  wife  still 
lived  ?  " 

For  a  moment  Lord  Durant  could  not  find 
words  to  reply.  He  was  struck  dumb  with 
horror  at  the  possibility  that  she  could 
believe  that  he  had  intentionally  deceived 
her. 

By  this  time  Agatha  Durant  (or  Sister 
Veronica,  as  we  will  continue  to  call  her) 
had  been  partially  roused  to  consciousness 
under  Sybil's  care.  It  took  some  seconds 
for  her  to  recall  what  had  happened,  but  as 
soon  as  the  full  reality  had  entered  her  mind 
she  rose  slowly  to  her  feet  and  advanced 
towards  the  major. 

"Why  was  it  that  you  allowed  me  to 
believe  that  my  husband  was  dead?'  she 
demanded,  forcibly  resuming  her  usual  calm, 
measured  tones,  and  raising  her  eyes  searcli- 
ingly  to  his  face. 

"  It  was  not  my  doing,  indeed  it  was 
not!"  he  exclaimed,  shrinking  like  an  abject, 
cowardly  wretch  before  the  accusation  that 
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brought  his  guilt  so  prominently  before  all 
those  who  were  assembled  round  him.  "I 
was  forced  to  conceal  the  truth.  Forgive 
me,  Gerald ! — it  was  for  my  mother's 
sake." 

"For  your  mother's  sake!  To  satisfy 
her  wicked,  revengeful  jmssions — her  cruel 
ambition,  cried  Lord  Durant,  with  flashing 
eyes,  struggling  to  keep  down  his  rising, 
overwhelming  anger,  and  advancing  so  close 
to  his  brother  that  he  could  almost  hear  the 
wild  beating  of  his  heart,  "  you  allowed 
me  to  marry  Mavis  when  you  knew  my  wife 
was  living.  You  have  ruined  her  happiness 
and  mine  for  life,  and  now  you  beg  for 
forgiveness,  and  try  to  find  excuses  for  your 
cowardly  conduct — you  heartless  liar  and 
deceiver ! " 

No  more  could  Lionel  bear.  His  fiery 
disposition  was  roused.  He  raised  his  arm, 
and  the  next  moment  Lord  Durant  was  flung 
from  him.  He  fell  with  a  terrific  crash  on 
the  floor,  where  he  lay,  stunned,  motion- 
less, and  bleeding.  For  one  second  Major 
Durant     regarded     his     brother     with     an 
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expression  of  hatred,  then,  all  at  once,  there 
rushed  into  his  mind  a  consciousness  of 
power :  the  secret  that  he  had  preserved  for 
so  long  was  known,  and  Mavis  was  free. 
There  was  now  no  tie  to  make  her  care  to 
cling  to  Gerald,  and  a  sensation  of  exulta- 
tion caused  him  to  turn  towards  her. 

"  Come  away  with  me,  Mavis,"  he  said; 
"  this  is  no  fit  scene  for  you.  I  will  take 
you  home." 

Instinctively  she  turned  at  the  sound  of 
the  voice  she  loved,  and,  stifling  her 
frightened  sobs,  she  suffered  him  to  lead  her 
from  the  room. 

The  suddenness  of  the  occurrence,  the 
shock  it  had  produced,  had  been  almost  more 
than  Mavis  could  bear.  She  was  half 
fainting  when  Lionel  supported  her  into  the 
carriage  that  still  waited  at  the  door.  She 
sank  back  with  closed  eyes,  whilst  he  gave 
hurried  directions  to  the  driver,  and  then  he 
took  his  seat  by  her  side  and  they  were 
driven  rapidly  away. 

"  What  is  it,  Lionel  ?  What  has  happened? 
I    cannot    understand   it!'     she   murmured, 
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faintl}^.     "  Is  it  all  true  ?     Oh,  why  did  you 
let  him  marry  me  ?  " 

The  major  bent  down,  until  his  lips 
almost  touched  her  face. 

"  Don't  blame  me,  my  dearest,"  he  said. 
"  Often  and  often  has  it  been  in  my  heart  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  but  I  was  too  late  to  put 
a  stop  to  your  marriage.  Gerald  never 
wrote,  whether  from  carelessness  or  design  I 
have  no  means  of  judging.  When  it  was  all 
over,  what  was  the  good  of  betraying  the 
secret  and  bringing  to  light  my  mother's 
crime  ?  Besides,  I  was  not  certain  that 
Agatha  Durant  still  lived — we  had  lost  sight 
of  her  for  so  long." 

His  voice  was  low  and  pleading ;  it 
seemed  to  Mavis  as  if  he  were  imploring  her 
forgiveness. 

"  Oh,  the  shame,  the  degradation  of  this!' 
she  cried.  "I  could  bear  anything — it  did 
not  matter  to  me  so  much ;  but  this !  to 
know  that  all  along  I  have  not  been  Gerald's 
wife  !  Why  did  he  marry  me  !  Oh,  what 
will  become  of  me  !  Let  me  go  homo,  away 
from  this  dreadful  place  !     Where  can  I  go  ? 
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What  shall  I  do  ?  I  have  no  place  and  no 
name  in  the  world !  " 

Her  voice  rose  with  the  intensity  of  her 
emotion.  She  bent  down  her  head,  and 
silently  shed  bitter  tears. 

"  Do  you  care  for  Gerald  so  much  as 
this?"  asked  Lionel,  regarding  her  anxiously, 
with  a  jealous  frown. 

"No,  no!"  she  exclaimed,  vehemently; 
"  but  it  is  the  dreadful  thought — why  was  I 
ever  induced  to  marry  him  ?  " 

With  gentle,  persuasive  accents  the  major 
tried  to  soothe  her.  Her  sobs  grew  fainter, 
but  her  face  was  still  white,  and  all  this 
time  she  never  gave  a  thought  to  the  far 
acuter  agony  that  Lord  Durant  must  be 
suffering  ;  she  only  thought  of  the  shock  that 
the  sudden  revelation  had  been  to  her. 

Presently  the  carriage  stopjDed.  In  a 
bewildered  manner  Mavis  gazed  around,  as 
Lionel  assisted  her  to  alight.  She  did  not 
notice  or  inquire  where  she  wras ;  she  only 
felt  that  with  him  she  was  safe — there  was  a 
sense  of  protection  in  his  presence. 

In    another   moment   they    stood   on   the 
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platform  of  a  railway  station,  in  the  midst 
of  a  crowd  of  busy,  hurrying  people.  A 
train  was  just  in,  and  the  passengers  were 
taking  their  places.  Mavis  glanced  inquir- 
ingly into  Major  Durant's  face;  his  arm  was 
round  her,  to  keep  off  the  rush  of  people.  A 
suspicion  of  his  intentions  began  to  dawn 
into  her  mind.  Her  heart  was  beating  fast 
with  some  hope,  what,  she  did  not  stop  to 
think :  she  was  only  conscious  of  trembling 
in  every  limb  with  a  strange,  eager  excite- 
ment. 

"Dearest,  will  you  consent?"  Lionel 
whispered  eagerly  ;  and  she  could  see  the 
intensity  of  his  undisguised  affection  in  his 
face.  "  Come  with  me,  and  I  will  take  you 
where  no  word  of  reproach  shall  reach  you, 
where  no  one  can  ever  visit  on  you  the 
wrong-doings  of  others.  Remember,  Gerald 
is  not  your  husband;  he  has  no  claim  on 
you :  there  is  one  to  whom  he  is  legally 
bound.  You  have  only  to  say  the  word! 
There  is  no  time  to  be  lost !  Either  consent, 
or  go  back  to  have  your  fair  name  tarnished 
and    blackened,    your     history    made    the 
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subject  of  gossip  in  every  drawing-room  in 
Europe.  With  me  you  can  triumph  over  all. 
No  one  dare  utter  a  word  against  you,  for 
you  are  free,  and  I  am  able  and  willing  to 
make  you  my  wife.  My  darling,  do  not 
drive  me  to  despair !  " 

The  train  was  already  on  the  move. 
Lionel's  hurriedly  uttered  persuasions  sank 
deep  into  her  heart.  He  drew  her  onwards. 
Her  strong  love  for  him,  that  had  been 
increasing  almost  imperceptibly  for  so  long, 
was  urging  her  to  obey  him.  It  was  merely 
for  a  second  that  she  hesitated.  He  read  her 
mute  consent  in  her  eyes,  and  the  next 
minute  they  were  in  the  train,  that  was 
swiftly  bearing  them  away  from  Rome. 

It  seemed  to  Mavis  but  a  moment  of  time 
since  she  had  stood  in  Claude  Montieth's 
room  and  had  heard  the  declaration  from 
Lionel's  lips  that  she  was  no  true  wife,  it 
had  all  happened  so  suddenly ;  and  now  a 
reaction  had  come,  and  all  at  once  she  felt 
alarmed  at  what  she  had  done. 

She  flung  herself  on  her  knees  before 
Major  Durant. 
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"What  have  I  done,  Lionel!  Ah,  you 
love  me ! — you  should  pity  me  instead  ! ' 

He  waited  to  hear  no  more,  but  raised  her 
in  his  arms,  and  his  passionate  kisses  were 
pressed  on  her  upturned  face. 

"  I  am  taking  you  away  from  misery  and 
dishonour  to  where  you  will  be  happy.  You 
will  possess  the  whole  affection  of  one  who 
will  consider  it  a  privilege  to  be  permitted 
to  spend  his  life  in  shielding  you  from  any 
troubles.  Surely  you  are  not  repenting.  I 
cannot  have  been  deceived ;  I  know  you 
have  long  loved  me.  Has  not  every  look, 
every  expression  of  your  dear  face,  revealed 
that  affection  ?  I  will  not  believe  otherwise  ; 
the  whole  world  must  be  false  if  you  are 
not  true  to  me.  Do  you  wish  to  rob  my  life 
of  its  sunlight  ?  " 

Lionel's  quick  glance  perceived  that  she 
was  hesitating ;  a  violent  struggle  was  going 
on  in  her  heart.  On  one  side  was  the 
knowledge  of  the  advantage  and  power  that 
the  major  was  exercising  over  her — she  knew 
how  basely  he  had  behaved  to  his  brother ; 
but  above  all  was  the  intense,  overwhelming 
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affection  that  conquered  all  other  feelings, 
triumphing  above  the  better  thoughts,  over 
which  she  allowed  his  pleadings  to  gain  the 
victory. 

"  If  my  baby  had  lived  I  could  never 
have  been  so  wicked;  but  now  there  is  no 
one,  not  a  soul  in  the  whole  world,  who 
cares  for  me  but  you,  Lionel/'  she  murmured, 
trying  by  feeble  excuses  of  her  conduct  to 
lessen  the  inward  reproaches  of  conscience, 
that  were  already  beginning  to  find  a  place 
in  her  heart. 

"  It  is  too  late  now — you  are  mine!"  cried 
the  major,  in  a  tone  of  exultation.  "  I 
never  dared  hope  to  feel  the  happiness  of 
this  day !  " 

If  there  did  enter  into  Mavis's  thoughts 
just  then  some  little  pity  for  Gerald,  who 
had  so  long  loved  her  truly,  she  quickly 
dismissed  it,  with  a  shudder  of  horror. 
Henceforth  her  heart  must  be  closed  to  all 
that  was  right ;  she  had  chosen  her  own 
course,  and  from  that  moment  she  resolved 
to  cast  away  all  recollection  of  the  past,  and 
live  onlv  for  the  future. 
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CHAPTER    XL 

BEYOND    RECALL. 

Swifter  far  than  summer's  flight, 
Swifter  far  than  youth's  delight, 
Swifter  far  than  happy  night, 

Art  thou  come  and  gone. 

As  the  earth  when  leaves  are  dead, 
As  the  night  when  sleep  is  sped, 
As  the  heart  when  joy  is  lied, 

I  am  left  alone,  alone. 

Shelley. 

The  departure  of  Major  Durant  and  Mavis 
was  followed  by  a  silence  of  a  few  minutes. 
Ivor  alone  seemed  to  retain  his  presence  of 
mind;  the  sight  of  Lord  Durant,  lying 
where  he  had  fallen,  with  the  blood  flowing 
from  a  cut  in  his  forehead,  was  sufficient  to 
recall   him   to   the   necessity   of   immediate 
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action.  He  raised  the  nobleman's  head,  and 
endeavoiu-ed  to  stanch  the  fast -flowing 
blood. 

Sister  Veronica's  usual  calmness  and  im- 
perturbability appeared  altogether  to  have 
deserted  her  ;  she  was  trembling  violently, 
and  turned  her  white  face  towards  Claude, 
who  had  risen  from  his  couch. 

"Why  should  the  fact  of  my  existence 
ever  be  known,  save  by  all  assembled  here?' 
she  asked,  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  and 
looking  him  full  in  the  face,  although  her 
voice  shook  with  emotion.  "Lionel  Durant 
will  still  be  glad  to  keep  the  secret  of  his 
deception.  Why  should  it  be  my  lot  in  life 
always  to  bring  misery  to  others  ?  " 

"  Have  you  been  all  this  time  in  ignorance 
that  your  husband  was  living  ?"  asked  Claude, 
in  a  wondering  tone. 

"  They  told  me  he  was  dead,"  she  replied 
bitterly.  "How  was  I  to  suspect  the  trea- 
chery of  Lionel  and  his  mother  ?  I  suppose 
they  deceived  him  also,"  she  added,  turning 
towards  Lord  Durant,  who,  under  Sybil's 
and  Ivor's  care,  was  beginning  to  show  signs 
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of  returning  consciousness.  "  I  will  go  now; 
it  will  not  do  for  him  to  see  me  when  he 
recovers." 

She  silently  pressed  Claude's  hand  and 
vanished  from  the  room ;  she  was  gone  before 
he  could  summon  the  presence  of  mind  to 
detain  her. 

"  Perhaps  it  is  better  so,"  he  thought,  as  a 
few  moments  after  he  saw  Lord  Durant,  with 
a  vacant,  wandering  look,  gaze  round  the 
room  as  if  searching  for  some  one. 

"  Where  is  Mavis  ?"  he  asked,  pressing  his 
hand  to  his  forehead  to  still  its  throbbing, 
whilst  the  overwhelming  tide  of  present 
misery  rushed  into  his  heart ;  his  first  thought 
was  for  her  he  loved  so  fondly. 

"  She  is  safe;  she  has  gone  back  to  the 
hotel,"  answered  Sybil,  reassuringly,  scarcely 
knowing  what  she  said,  for  she  could  not  tell 
how  much  of  the  truth  he  had  realized.  She 
did  not  know  how  completely  his  mind  had 
grasped  the  awful  reality  of  his  present 
position ;  but  when  she  listened  to  the  low 
moans  of  heartfelt  misery  that  issued  from 
his  lips  she  shrank  from  intruding  any  words 
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of  consolation  on  grief  which  she  was  power- 
less to  alleviate. 

1  c  Has  Agatha  gone  away  ?  Did  they  deceive 
her  too  ?  Did  they  tell  her  I  was  dead  ?"  he 
asked,  when  the  first  violence  of  his  grief  was 
exhausted.  ' '  How  could  I  have  believed 
that  my  brother,  whom  I  trusted  so  implicitly, 
would  have  behaved  with  such  baseness." 

"Yes,  she  went  away  some  time  ago;  it 
was  done  from  thoughtfulness  for  you,"  re- 
plied Sybil,  secretly  admiring  the  feelings 
that  had  prompted  her  friend  to  relieve 
Lord  Durant  from  the  embarrassment  of  her 
presence. 

"  And  now  I  must  go  to  Mavis  ! "  exclaimed 
the  nobleman,  trying  to  rise  ;  but  a  sudden 
dizziness  overcame  him.  "  My  poor  darling ! 
— what  can  I  say  to  her  ?  Oh,  how  shall  I 
act  in  this  fearful  time  of  trial !  " 

'  i  Indeed  you  ought  not  to  think  of  going, 
Lord  Durant!"  cried  Sybil.  "  Rest  quietly 
here,  and  I  will  send  for  a  surgeon." 

"  No,  no!  I  must  go  to  her:  it  will  be 
easier  to  bear  when  I  am  with  mv  Mavis ," 
he   answered,   hurriedly.     u  Give   me   some 
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wine — brandy  if  yon  have  it — and  then  let 
me  go." 

Sybil  hastily  procured  the  required  stimu- 
lant, and  handed  the  glass  to  Lord  Durant, 
who  took  it  in  his  trembling  hand  and  drank 
it  off  at  a  draught. 

"  Now  I  feel  stronger,"  he  said,  but  his 
pale  face  belied  his  words.  He  moved  to- 
wards the  door,  but  all  at  once  he  stopped 
short,  and  would  have  fallen  had  not  Ivor 
hastily  sprung  forward  and  led  him  back  to 
the  sofa. 

"  I  shall  not  allow  you  to  move  yet,"  said 
Sybil  firmly.  "You  must  stay  here  until 
you  are  stronger." 

Lord  Durant  was  too  much  overcome  to 
utter  a  remonstrance  ;  he  was  perforce  com- 
pelled to  remain  where  he  was  until  the  faint- 
ness  had  passed  off.  But  he  was  not  one  to 
remain  inactive  in  his  restless  state  of  sus- 
j>ense.  Mavis's  desertion  of  him  had  pained 
him  more  than  he  cared  to  show ;  and  before 
half  an  hour  had  elapsed  he  again  declared 
his  intention  of  departure. 

"  Let  me  accompany  you  to  your  hotel, 
vol.  II.  s 
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my  lord,"  asked  Ivor,  advancing  towards 
him.  "  You  are  not  well  enough  to  go 
alone." 

With  a  melancholy  smile  of  gratitude  the 
nobleman  accepted  the  offer ;  he  was  still 
feeling  weak  enough  to  need  the  support  of 
Ivor's  arm  down  the  steep  stairs. 

Ivor  did  not  attempt  to  break  in  on  the 
sorrowful  silence  that  Lord  Durant  preserved 
until  they  reached  the  hotel. 

Together  they  went  into  the  sitting-room ; 
it  was  deserted,  and  a  fear  for  Mavis's  safety 
entered  the  nobleman's  heart. 

"  Where  is  Mavis  ?  "  he  asked,  speaking 
his  thoughts  aloud.  "  She  must  have  re- 
turned before  this.  What  can  have  hap- 
pened ?  " 

"  I  will  ask  the  waiters,"  promptly  replied 
Ivor,  quitting  the  room.  In  a  few  moments 
he  returned  with  the  announcement  that 
neither  Lady  Durant  nor  the  major  had  been 
at  the  hotel  since  they  had  all  three  left 
together  early  in  the  afternoon.  For  a 
second  or  two  Lord  Durant  regarded  the 
young   artist  with   mute  wonderment.     All 
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kinds  of  conjectures  were  rushing  through 
his  brain — a  wild  fear,  perhaps  a  foreshadow- 
ing of  the  truth,  had  seized  his  mind. 

"  We  must  go  and  find  her,"  he  said, 
rising  from  his  seat.  "  Come,  Morgan,  will 
you  go  with  me?" 

' '  If  you  will  allow  it,  my  lord,  I  think  I 
had  better  go  and  make  inquiries ;  some 
delay  must  have  occurred.  Major  Durant 
was  with  her,  so  there  is  no  need  for  un- 
easiness ;  however,  I  will  gladly  do  anything 
to  lessen  your  suspense." 

1 '  Thank  you ;  it  will  indeed  be  a  relief 
to  know  if  she  is  safe.  Please  to  lose  no  time," 
said  the  nobleman,  wearily,  letting  his  head 
fall  on  to  his  folded  arms,  and  giving  himself 
up  to  the  full  contemplation  of  his  present 
misery. 

The  torturing  thoughts  were  becoming 
almost  more  than  he  could  bear.  Every  way 
he  looked  seemed  to  present  nothing  but 
scenes  of  a  dreadful,  blank  future,  when  the 
painful  reverie  was  broken  in  upon  by  Ivor's 
return. 

"What  news  do  you  bring?"  he  asked, 
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raising  his  eyes  to  Ivor's  face.  The  young 
man  was  regarding  him  steadily,  as  if 
striving  to  sjDeak  carelessly,  but  he  could  not 
prevent  a  tremor  in  his  voice  as  he  replied, 
shifting  his  gaze  uneasily,  so  as  not  to  meet 
the  inquiring,  anxious  look,  "  The  major  and 
Lady  Durant  left  Rome  by  the  four  o'clock 
train  on  their  way  towards  Florence."  He 
spoke  as  gently  as  he  could,  but  it  was  of  no 
use.  Lord  Durant  could  not  be  deceived ;  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  his  countenance  all  dis- 
torted with  anguish. 

"  I  must  go  after  them  and  bring  her 
back  !  '  he  cried,  hoarsely.  "  Oh,  Mavis  ! 
Mavis  !  what  have  I  done  that  you  should 
torture  me  thus  ?  "  His  voice  died  away  to 
a  low  wail  of  misery ;  all  the  mental  agony 
of  a  lifetime  seemed  concentrated  in  the 
awful  silence  that  followed ;  he  covered  his 
face  with  his  hands  and  sobbed  aloud :  but 
in  a  moment  he  had  recovered  himself. 
"  This  is  weak  and  childish  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
angrily.  "  Ivor,  will  you  come  with  me — 
will  you  help  me  to  find  her  ?  " 

There  was   energy  and  determination   in 
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his  look  and  a  wild  glitter  of  feverish  ex- 
citement in  his  eyes  that  alarmed  the  young- 
man,  who,  without  hesitation,  consented,  and 
before  long  they  were  on  their  way  to  the 
station. 

All  through  the  evening  Claude  and  Sybil 
were  anxiously  awaiting  Ivor's  return,  talk- 
ing together   of  the   strange    occurrence    of 

o  ©  © 

that  terrible  afternoon.  It  was  for  Lord 
Durant  that  Claude's  pity  was  chiefly 
roused  ;  he  had  been  quick  to  perceive  how 
treacherously  the  nobleman  had  been  de- 
ceived by  his  brother,  and  he  could  par- 
tially realize  how  much  heavier  the  trial 
would  become,  when  time  instead  of  soften- 
ing the  blow  must  necessarily  make  it 
harder  to  bear. 

The  evening  passed,  and  night  came  on. 
Ivor  had  not  made  his  appearance  ;  and  it 
was  in  vain  that  Claude  tried  to  conjecture 
what  had  happened  to  him.  The  idea  that 
he  was  still  with  Lord  Durant  never  entered 
his  mind  ;  it  seemed  improbable  to  him 
that  the  nobleman  should  be  deserted  by 
those     who    were     so    near     to   him,    and 
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stand  in  need  of  the  help  and  companionship 
of  the  obscure  young  painter. 

It  was  not  until  the  next  morning  that  his 
mind  was  set  at  ease  concerning  his  pupil's 
safety;  a  short  note  arrived  from  Ivor, 
stating  that  he  was  with  Lord  Durant,  but 
could  not  tell  when  he  should  return.  There 
was  no  mention  made  of  the  errand  on  which 
they  had  so  suddenly  departed. 

There  was  a  strong  feeling  of  pity  and 
sympathy  for  Mavis  in  Sybil's  breast ;  she 
longed  to  see  her  again,  feeling  that,  in  her 
present  trouble,  she  might  stand  in  need  of  a 
friend.  However,  all  through  that  day  and 
the  next  Claude  appeared  feverish  and  un- 
well ;  the  unwonted  excitement  had  told 
upon  his  feeble  health,  and  it  was  not  until 
the  evening  of  the  second  day  that  his  wife 
thought  fit  to  leave  him  and  set  out  for  the 
hotel  where  the  Durants  were  staying. 

On  her  arrival,  the  first  news  that  awaited 
her  was  of  their  sudden  departure.  Lord 
Durant's  intense  and  visible  agitation  had  not 
escaped  notice,  and  had  excited  much  com- 
ment,   especially    amongst    several    English 
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visitors  who  were  staying  at  the  hotel,  and 
from  them  she  gathered  sufficient  of  the  real 
truth  to  cause  her  much  alarm. 

' '  Lady  Durant  could  never  have  been  so 
wicked  !  ' '  she  said  to  herself,  turning  pale  at 
the  very  idea ;  but  when  she  began  to  think 
of  the  major's  excited  manner  when  he 
hurried  Mavis  away,  there  flashed  into  her 
mind  many  half-forgotten  scenes  at  St. 
Hilda's,  and  the  partiality  Mavis  had  shown 
to  the  major's  society,  that  caused  her  to  turn 
sick  with  dread. 

It  was  with  a  heavy  heart  that  Sybil  was 
leaving  the  hotel,  wondering  how  she  should 
tell  her  husband  of  the  horrible  suspicion 
that  had  dawned  on  her  mind,  when,  happen- 
ing to  raise  her  eyes,  she  caught  sight  of  the 
pale  face  of  Lord  Durant  passing  in  a 
carriage. 

The  resigned  expression  of  intense  sorrow 
was  enough  to  verify  her  fears;  she  knew 
now,  as  well  as  if  she  had  been  told  in 
words,  that  Mavis  was  gone.  Instinctively 
she  turned  and  retraced  her  steps;  the  noble- 
man had  descended  from  the  vehicle,  and  had 
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quickly  passed  in,  without  looking  up  or  re- 
laxing the  settled  melancholy  of  his  expres- 
sion. 

Ivor  was  about  to  follow  him,  when  per- 
ceiving Sybil  he  went  up  to  her. 

ci  Mrs.  Monticth,  do  please  come  and  see 
if  you  can  do  any  good.  Ever  since  he 
found  it  was  hopeless  to  seek  any  further 
after  his  wife  Lord  Durant  has  been  like  this  ; 
he  has  scarcely  spoken  a  word,  he  hardly 
seems  conscious  of  my  presence,  and  yet 
evidently  he  will  not  be  left  alone.  I  almost 
fancy  the  shock  has  bereft  him  of  reason.  I 
am  sure  it  would  be  better  for  him  if  he 
would  only  speak,  or  show  some  sign  of 
feeling. 


» 


Sybil's  eyes  opened  wide  with  dread. 

"  Oh,  I  dare  not  intrude  on  such  awful 
grief  as  this  must  be  !  How  should  I  know 
what  to  say  to  him  ? — how  can  I  realize  what 
his  feelings  must  be  ?  If  we  could  induce 
him  to  see  my  husband  he  would  be  better 
able  to  comfort  him  than  I  am." 

"  No,  no,  Mrs.  Montieth,  I  am  sure  you 
had  better  speak  just  a  few  words,"  pleaded 
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Ivor.  ' i  He  will  not  mind  it — you  know  all 
that  lias  happened ;  but  I  can  see  how  he 
shrinks  from  the  idea  of  the  world  hearing 
of  this." 

Without  another  word  Sybil  yielded  to 
Ivor's  entreaties,  and  tremblingly  followed 
him  into  the  room  where  Lord  Durant  sat, 
looking  a  stony  image  of  despair,  his  eyes 
gazing  at  vacancy,  as  if  he  neither  saw, 
heard,  nor  realized  anything  that  was  going 
on  around  him,  but  that  his  whole  being 
'  was  filled  with  the  terrible  calamity  that  had 
overcome  him. 

Sybil  approached  him  timidly,  for  she  felt 
how  vain  any  attempt  at  consolation  would 
be.  However,  Lord  Durant  appeared  con- 
scious of  her  presence,  although  he  did  not 
speak  or  move  from  his  attitude  of  sorrowful 
despondency.  Ivor  was  moving  restlessly 
about  the  room,  waiting  to  know  if  the 
nobleman  had  any  further  requisition  of 
his  services. 

Years  seemed  to  have  gone  by  in  those 
two  days  of  anguish  to  Lord  Durant.  The 
feeble  step  and  bowed  form   were  those  of 
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an  old  man ;  and  when  he  raised  his  face 
Sybil  noticed  how  it  had  changed,  a 
stern,  hard  look  replacing  the  old  benevolent 
features  that  she  had  so  often  seen  beaming 
with  affection  for  Mavis. 

"  Sybil,"  he  said  at  length,  with  difficulty, 
as  if  it  was  pain  even  to  utter  the  slowly 
spoken  words.  "  I  may  call  you  by  that 
name — she  did  so.  Oh,  do  not  think  harshly 
of  her ;  perhaps  she  was  driven  to  it. 
Remember  what  provocation  she  had." 

Sybil  did  not  reply,  her  heart  was  too 
full  of  anger  for  her  former  friend  who 
had  caused  this  grief ;  she  could  not 
echo  these  sentiments,  and  wondered  how 
it  was  that  Lord  Durant,  smarting  under 
the  heavy  blow,  could  yet  find  excuses 
for  the  conduct  that  had  blighted  his  hap- 
piness. 

u  I  loved  her  so  much,"  he  went  on  to 
say,  still  with  the  same  far-off  look  in  his 
eyes,  as  if  the  present  were  hidden  from  him, 
and  that  he  could  only  (for  that  moment) 
recollect  the  happier  days  that  were  for  ever 
gone.    "  Do  you  remember  her  at  St.  Hilda's  ? 
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Oh,  she  was  the  light  of  my  life  then,  and 
now  it  is  all  over.  Oh,  Mavis,  Mavis  !  how 
hard  I  strive  to  forgive  you !  " 

"  If  I  were  you,  my  lord,  I  would  try  not 
to  think  of  her — it  will  make  you  more 
miserable,"  exclaimed  Ivor.  "  It  is  a  heavy 
trial.  I  am  sure,  if  I  could,  I  would  gladly 
do  anything  for  you." 

"  Thank  you,  Ivor,  I  know  you  would," 
said  the  nobleman,  gratefully ;  but  Sybil 
could  see  how  he  shrank  from  the  well-meant 
but  ineffectual  attempt  at  comfort. 

"You  are  very  wearied,  Lord  Durant ; 
would  it  not  be  better  if  you  took  some  rest 
or  refreshment  ?  "  she  asked.  "  I  am  very, 
very  sorry  for  what  has  happened." 

He  looked  up  into  her  face  and  saw  the 
tears  of  genuine  sympathy  ;  they  went  to  his 
heart. 

"Yes,  you  can  \nty  me,  Mrs.  Montieth. 
Ah,  how  terrible  it  seems  that  I  should  need 
that  pity.  It  is  all  that  I  can  hope  for  now — 
first  my  child  and  then  my  wife  gone  !  But 
why  should  I  speak  of  her? — far  better  would 
it   have   been   if  she   had    died,    and   been 
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buried  with  her  innocent  little  one,  before  it 
had  come  to  this." 

"  Hush  !  say  no  more,  Lord  Durant,"  said 
Sybil,  soothingly.  "  It  will  be  better,  per- 
haps, as  Ivor  says,  to  forget :  try  not  to 
remember  the  injuries,  and  forgive  as  far  as 
you  can." 

"  Remember  them  !  "  cried  the  nobleman, 
almost  fiercely ;  ' '  how  can  I  forget  the  fact  of 
the  cruelty,  the  underhand,  base  treachery, 
with  which  he  whom  I  once  called  my 
brother  has  deceived  me,  and  then  taken 
advantage  to  rob  me  of  all  I  hold  dear  on 
earth — the  love  of  Mavis  ?  I  see  through  it 
all  now ;  from  the  beginning  it  has  been  the 
same ;  she  might  have  loved  me  had  not  he 
come  in  between  us.  I  shall  never  more 
believe  in  any  one,  after  the  treacherous 
behaviour  of  my  nearest  and  dearest.  Do 
not  say  I  ought  to  forgive  him,  Mrs.  Mon- 
tieth — I  cannot :  at  least  not  yet.  In  time  the 
first  sharp  pang  may  have  passed ;  then, 
perhaps,  gentler  feelings  may  come.  And  now 
shall  you  think  it  rude  if  I  ask  you  to  leave 
me  ?  I  shall  be  better  able  to  bear  my  grief  in 
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solitude,  strange  as  that  may  appear  to 
you." 

He  rose  from  his  seat,  courteous  and  polite 
as  usual,  and  shook  hands  with  Sybil,  evi- 
dently struggling  to  repress  the  feelings  that 
he  shrank  from  betraying. 

"  Ivor,  will  you  stay?'  he  asked.  "I 
want  your  help  still." 

Sybil  went  away,  feeling  wretched  and 
dispirited,  with  a  sensation  of  utter  failure 
of  all  she  had  said  or  done,  in  her  vain 
attempt  to  comfort  the  sorrow-stricken 
nobleman. 

"  Ivor  can  do  better  than  I,"  she  said  to 
herself,  as  she  slowly  returned  home. 

She  did  not  know  how  the  companionship 
in  those  long  hours  of  futile  searching  had 
drawn  the  nobleman's  heart  towards  the 
young  artist,  whom  circumstances  had 
caused  to  be  a  confidant  in  all  the  heavy 
trouble  that  had  so  suddenly  come  on  him ; 
she  did  not  understand  how  completely  ad- 
versity annihilated  all  distinctions  of  age  and 
station.  Ivor  had  given  what  was  better 
than  sympathy,  namely,  active  help,  and  that 
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had  proved  a  bond  of  union  between  him 
and  Lord  Durant,  who  from  the  first  had 
been  drawn  by  some  peculiar  magnetism  that 
had  knit  the  two  hearts  together,  and  thus  it 
was  that  all  through  that  dreary  time  of 
sorrow  Ivor  was  the  recipient  of  all  Lord 
Durant's  expressions  of  grief,  which  were 
uttered  alone  to  him. 
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